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SOME WOMEN'S HEARTS. 



FLEEING FROM FATE. 



CHAPTER 1. 



i \TJSK was settling down upon the great, roomy 
-''—' house in which the Fordyces Jived. It waa a 
May evening, but chill, with some lingering breath of 
the vanished winter, and a bright fire was kindled in 
the great open stove. A servant brought in lights, and 
plawid one on the centre-table, and another on the 
mantel. They revealed the group in the room quite 
clearly. A set of meiTy young people were these For- 
dyces, — pure blondes, all of them, except one who 
stood at the window, and who was not a daughter of 
the house, though her name was also Fordyce. 

Kate Fordyee was the eldest of the pai-ty, and be- 
sides her there were two other sisters, and two brothers, 
— all Saxon, and rosy, and merry. They were teasing 
each other good-natui'edly, laughing a great deal, and 
saying a good many things which passed with thena for 
wit, because it takes so little in this respect to satisfy 
those who are ready and waiting to be amused. 

The girl at the window paid no heed to them. She 
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2 SOME WOMEN'S UEABTS. 

was looking intently out towards the lovely, lonely 
hills, where the rosy glow of the sunset still lingei-ed. 
A little at one side, as the window framed the land- 
scape, was her uncle's iron manufactory, from which a 
red light sti-eamed high, and sparkling cinders rayed 
off and glittered through the dusk. She always liked 
to look out of this window at this hour. The manufac- 
tory, prosaic as it might be by daylight, gave to the 
evening landscape a weird piotui-esqueness. Its mys- 
tery allured, ae well as its biightness. Then there were 
the hills, — not the one on which the village of Lenox 
stood, — but the distant, solitary ones, where free winds 
blew, which wUd bii-da haunted. Their aspect made 
her sad, oftentimes ; touched her to pain ; and yet she 
used to say that if her ghost could come bapk she knew 
it would walk among those hills. To-night, however, 
and a great many other times when she looked at them, 
they seemed to her like prison-walla, shutting her in 
from the world, — the world which must be somewhere, 
and mean something besides woods, and slopes, and 
waters, — the world which held excitements the thought 
of which thrilled her palses, triumphs which fired her 
fancy, delights which haunted her dreams. Would she 
ever, ever know any thing about it ; or was Lenox to 
be all her world ? 

She was not unhappy. Her feeling was not positive 
enough for that. She was only beset by the longing 
to eat of the tree of knowledge of good and evil, — the 
longing which is always the inheritance of an imagi- 
native youth. 
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ELIZABETH. S 

No one in the Pordyce houseLolcl was at all unkind- 
to Elizabeth. In a certain fashion they all loved her. 
If there were an imperceptible dividing line between 
them and her, it was she, not they, who drew it. For 
they were not of her kind. Their fiither and hers had 
been brothers, and certain family traitB were reproduced 
in them alL But this girl had taken something from 
her mother which did not run in the Foi'dyoe blood, — 
a fine and keen imagination, a capacity to enjoy and to 
suffer, of which they knew nothing. She was not heed- 
ing now their merry nightfall talk. Her thoughts were 
far away, tilting in some gi-eat toui-nament of life, liv- 
ing in some other world of poetry, and passion, and 
love, and woe. 

She dai-ed sometimes even to utter lon^ng prayers 
that a door might be opened into this world of her 
dreams. It was almost the only prayer she ever said, 
except the Lord's prayer, which she still repeated every 
night as rfmply as a child. Of deep spiritual experi- 
ences, of mental conflicts, she knew nothing as yet, 
She guessed vaguely at her own capacity for emotion. 
I am glad that I can show her to you onee, while still 
all her sorrows lay before her. 

" What does Queen Bess say ? " her Cousin Kate 
asked at last-, going up to her and bi-eaMng in upon her 
i-eveiy. 

"What about? I have not heard a word you have 
been saying." 

She turned as she spoke, and her face fulfilled the 
promise of hor voice. To do that was something, for 
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the voice was no common one. It WEts not sweet, sim- 
ply, but low, and clear, and tender. You felt that it 
indicated a deep and thoughtful nature. 

She was a tall, slight giil, tills Elizabeth Fordyce, 
whom her cousin called Queen Bess. She had dai'k 
gi-ay eyes, which sometimes seemed haael, and some- 
times black. They were shaded by lasbes so long that 
they cast a shallow. Her complexion was clear, but not 
fair. She had no color in hei- cheeks, except when some 
strong emotion stiiTed her, and then a glow, deep and 
warm as the heart of a summer rose, would suffuse 
them. Her lips alone were blight always. Her head 
was proudly set on her slender throat. Her hair was 
soft, and dark, and abundant. Her features were not 
fanltless, but one who cared for her would never remem- 
ber to And fault with them. She had a low, womanly 
brow ; too broad, perhaps, for some tastes. Her mouth 
was not small, but the bright, mobile lips expressed 
every passing shade of feeling. 

I have told you all this, and yet I am conscious that 
I have given you no true conception of Elizabeth. I 
can only trust to your learning to know her as my story 
goes on. In those early days, when, as I said, all her 
troubles Ixy befoie her, sbf neither understood herself, 
nor w as understood by any one else Perhaps no one 
loved her quite well enough to tal;e the trouble of 
studying hei Hei mdividuibty ^as too decided for 
her to be genei'illy populii Wor had it even been the 
fashion in Jtnox to ciU her pietf^. Her cousins — 
with then full ( ntouid thwi pink cheeks, and yellow 
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hair — were spoken of as "the handaome Fordyces;" 
but no one meant to include Elizabeth when this phrase 
was used. And yet she had a charm of her own for 
those who had ears to hear and eyes to see. As she 
turned to ask what her cousins had been talking about, 
her eyes and cheeks brightened, and the Fordyce 
blondes paled beside her. 

Kate answered her, speaking in a pretty, eager way, 
which seemed like a reminiscence of the time when she 
was fifteen ; but then she had been kept young by over- 
much petting, though she was twenty-four now, and 
the eldest of the Fordyce sisters. 

"We are talking abont our May picnic. We must 
have it on Thursday, or we can't, by any stretch of im- 
agination, call it May-day, for the month goes out on 
that day. We wei'e discussing the propriety of asking 
Elliott Le Eoy. He is boarding at the Gilmans, you 

"But we have always said we never would ask any 
of the summer boarders, — bii-ds of passage, here to- 
day, there to-mon-ow, and caring nothing for any of us. 
For my pail, I think the one charm of the May picnic 
has always been that we had only Lenox people, who 
had known about one another all their lives. I don't 
like strangei-s." 

"Ton think you don't, I know; but there isn't one 
of \ia who longs to see the world aa you do. After all, 
Mr. Le Roy isn't exactly a stranger. He belongs to us 
and to Lenox in a certain way. He is a cousin of Uncle 
Hcniy's new wife. It's very different, don't you see, 
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from some one of whom wc know notting? I suppose 
Aunt Julia's haTing settled here was what attracted 
him to the place. He keeps house in New York, she 
says, — has an elegant establishment, though he is a bach- 
elor. But he is an anthov, and he has so many associ- 
ations and engagements in the city that he couldn't 
get on with his work there, and, as it was something 
he was in a hTH-i-y to finish, he came here for the quiet." 

"An author!" 

Elizabeth grew excited, though neither her face nor 
her manner gave evidence of it. She was only eighteen 
then, and full of enthusiasm; veiy yoang, too, of her 
age, becanse she had lived so much in a world of fancy 
and im.^nation, and known so little of the coareer re- 
alities of actual life. To her dreaming soul an author 
meant something a little less than divine, — a sort of 
demi-god, to whom she could have offered incense like 
a pagan, 

" What does he write ? " she asked, with suppressed 
eagerness, 

" Oh, political things, I believe, and essays on history. 
I heard Aunt Julia say that he was a philosophical his- 
torian, or a historical pliilosopher, I forget which. But 
there's no doubt about his clevei'ness, any more than 
about his money. She says he is a real man of the 
world, too, — very fascinating to women, as it is, and 
he might be very dangerous if he were not so cold. He 
has never loved any one, and does not oare to marry. 
He is a good comrade, she says, and generous in a cer- 
t^n way ; but that comes of his brain, — his heart was 
forgotten and left out when he was made." 
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Long afterwai-d Elizabeth reinombered those vroi'ds. 

" I don't see why there should have been any question 
about aating him," she said, quietly. " Very likely he 
will think the whole thing a bore ; but his belonging to 
Aunt Julia ^ves him a clsum to the courtesy of an in- 
vitation. For my pai-t, I hope be'll come. I confess I 
should like to see a real, live book-maker." 

Bell Fordyce, the second daughter, laughed merrily. 

" There," she cried, " you see Queen Bess is as very 
a woman for curiosity as the rest of as. We will have 
the picnic on Thursday, and we will ask the book- 
maker. Dick, you must see about it to-morrow ; and 
you and Rob must give all the rest of the invitations. 
We ^r!s shall have enough to do in making our part 
of the good things ; for I don't suppose even authors 
are above eating at a picnic." 

" Why haven't we seen this Mr. Le Roy before, since 
he is a family connection?" Elizabeth intei-polated, 
pursuing, as her habit was, the subject which interested 
her, 

" Oh, he only came on Satui-day. I suppose Aunt Julia 
would soon have brought him round, or we should have 
met him thei-e, for I guess he goes to her house eveiy 
day; but now she will be as busy about the picnic as 
we shall, and I suppose we shall see him first on the 
shore of the Mountain Mirror." 

Then began a discussion about cakes and salads and 
receipts; and Elizabeth turned back again to her win- 
dow, for in this direction no one expected any thing of 
her. So she withdrew into herself^ and began to fancy 
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■what this man of the world, this sclmlii, tin's author, 
would be lite. How could people tell that he had no 
heart? How unfair to pronounce ■such judgment when 
they really knew nothing about it Just because he 
had never loved any one yet, — as if every line were ■ 
long enough to fathom a deep nature. 

She was quite prepared to mate a hei'o of him, and 
hitherto she had known only hook heroes. It was "more- 
than twenty yeai-s ago, — I am writing in the year of 
our Lord 1873, — and even then Lenox had begun to 
be a tolerably well-known summer resoi't. But of the 
people wlio came and went, the Fordyces, living at 
some distance from the village, and taking no boarders, 
saw very little. There were, among the stalwart Berk- 
shiremen, not a few in whom the elements of the heroic 
were not wanting, — men of brains, and soul, and cul- 
ture, — but Eliaabeth had seen them so often that she 
had gl-own used to them, and so never paused to specu- 
late upon their possibilities. This new-comer repre- 
sented to her the unknown, which to a flue and fresh 
imagination is always the admirable. 



CHAPTER II. 

AT THE MOUNTAIN 

Thttesday dawned clear and bright, — warmer than 
any day of the month had been before, -—a perfect 
time. Elizabeth looked out of her window in a trance 
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of delight and espeotation. The lonely, lovely hills 
had never seemed bo fair, so full of promise. The 
sky was a deep, lustrous azure, over which now and 
then some bit of white, fleecy cloud drifted. Elizabeth 
repeated snatches of verse to herself as she dressed. 
She could not sing, hut she recited in a chanting tone, 
which was in itself full of musical suggestion. 

She put on a pure white dresa. Somehow she felt as 
pni-e and fiesh herself as the new day out of doors, — 
the new day, washed with God's dews, and freshened 
by His winds. She was ag simply glad and expectant 
as a child ; so she suited her attire to her mood. She 
biTished her soft hair away from her forehead, and 
coiled it into a net, through whose slender meshes ail 
its beauty was visible. A branch of coral fastened the 
lace around her throat, and was her only ornament. 
She might Lave sat for a pictui'6 of Undine, but for the 
soul, already awakened, which iooked out of her 
luminous eyes. 

She went downst^rs, and found the rest all ready 
for it was neaily nine o'clock, — Rob and Dick Fordyce 
in their cool, gi-ay suits ; Kat« in violet, Bell in pink, 
and Emmie, the youngest one, in sea-gi-een; for the 
three graces were prejudiced against dresabg alike, 
and they had been bright enough to discover that 
azure is not of necessity the one idea of blondes. 

They ate their late breakfast in a deaultoiy way; 
one and another jumping up at intervals, to put some 
forgotten or neglected thing into the lunch-baskets. 

About halt-past nine they finally got themselves off 
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in a large, comfortable wagou clrawa by two liovses, the 
three seats of which held them all without iiicoii- 
venienee. As the residences of the vai-ious guests were 
scattered in different directions, no rendezvous was 
attempted until they should reach the picnic ground, 
I will not bore you with any attempt to make you see 
the Mountain Min-or with my eyes. Tou may be for- 
tunate enough to go some day to a picnic in Lenox, 
and behold with your own this deep, still tani, which 
reflects for ever the lofty peak that rises directly fi-om 
its western shore, the leaser hills at the east, and the 
solemn, watching, oloud^wept sky high over all. 

The Fordyce May picnic was held, year after year, 
on this encVianted spot ; and to climb the Peak, and 
look from its summit over the wide-spread landscape, 
was the fatigue which always earned them the right to 
their repast. So they an-anged at once, upon arriving, 
baskets and hampers in a cool, shady place, and then 
made ready for their mountain scramble. Presently 
the rest of the company began to appear. Ehzabeth 
looked eagerly at the Gilman carriage, but found it 
quite n J ty of mt at for her, containing only Hannah 
and Sel ni G Ima and their sandy-hiured brother. 
Half 1 doz n othe well-laden wagons followed; and, 
last of all 1 hght b ggy, with a vicious-looting black 
hoi-se 1 ve by the only stranger of the party. 

Elizabeth Foidyce sat very still in her place under 
the ti'ees, while her cousins went forward to welcome 
Mr. Le Roy. She saw a tall, elegant-looking man, 
dressed in spcckless white Unen, — a man with the uii- 
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mistakablo grand aii- she had associated with him in 
her fancy. This hero, whose very name, before Eng- 
lish spelling corrupted it, was is Moi, the king. 

" A Saul, than his bvethi-ea higher and faiver," she 
said softly to herself; and jnst then her eousia Kate 
brought him up to her. 

"Another Misa Fordyce," Kate said gayly; "my 
Cousin Elizabeth," 

Elizabeth looked up, and met the gaze of a pair of 
cool, speculative, yet reticent blue eyes, which told no 
secrets and held no smile, though the lips below were 
parted and reveaied glittering rows of teeth. He was 
very handsome, — that was her first thought ; very satirical 
also, was her second. He would be intolerant of sen- 
timentality or weakness, some instinct told her. Well, 
she had one gift, that of being able to keep silence ; 
and she need not expose any vulnerable points to hie 
shafiiS. She rose with an air as lofty as hie own, and 
gave him her band. That momentaiy contact sent a 
curious thrill through her nerves, — not repulsion, 
but as certainly not attraction, — prophecy, pei-haps. 
She did not try to analyze it as she sat down again, 
and he passed on with his men-y gmde, to be made 
acquainted with the rest of the paity. 

" See how he will let Kate bore him," thought Eliza- 
beth to herself "just because she is handsome. Good 
and sweet as she is, she could have no comprehension 
of such a man or such a career. How is it that, 
even with the beet men, beauty answera for every 
thing?" 
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Sha forgot that her own face had not s 
lovely when she looked at it in the glass that moraing. 
She came neai-er to envying hei' consin's yellow locks, 
and pink and white prettineas, and eyes of chiaa blue, 
than she had ever come before to a feeling so mean. She 
really wanted tliis Elliott Le Roy to be interested in 
her. Not that she was thinking of him as possible 
lover or husbund, — Elizabeth was too proud to have 
suuh thoughts a spontaneous growth in her mind, — 
hut she wanted to atti'act him enough to make liim 
talk with her, and give her a taste of that wine of life 
which he had quafled so long that surely its tang must 
linger upon his lips. If her eyes were not blue, or her 
hair yellow, she had at least the ability to appreoiate 
him ; but probably he wonld not care to find that out. 
Jnst as she was becoming disgusted with herself for this 
phase of envious feeling, he came back to her, quite 
alone this time. 

" They are getting ready to climb the Peak," he said, 
cai'elessly. "Do you go, — or shall we stay behind in 
the shade, and let the rest look at the view for us ? " 

That "we" stin-ed Elizabeth's pulses a little. He 
had elected himself her cavalier, after all. But her 
calm, pale face betrayed no eagerness or excitement. 

" Jmast go," she said, nting " Thej would not give 
.me my dinner, else," 

" And you expect to be hungiy bj ind bj ^ ' 

He eyed her critically is he spoke, beginning to 
admire her composure ini aclt posi^ession, — qualities 
which he had expected to j ul to fliaht at once in 
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any country girl whom he might honor with his 
attention, 

" Most unromantically hungry," she answered, smiling, 
" I always am on May-day." 

Le Roy lifted his brows. 

"So this is May-day? I really thought that had 
been a month i^o, when I saw the streets full of young 
Hibernians, with paper wreaths on their bare heads." 

"Oh, yes," she replied quietly. "That was May- 
day in New York. It takes moat fashions a month to 
travel to Lenox, It is too cold here for flowers to 
bloom on the iirst of May, and we never call it May- 
day until there are blossoms enough to crown our 
queen. We always make a wreath of violets for liate, 
and they are lees blue than her eyes," 

"Queen Katherine and Queen Bess, — I find myself 
among the royal fiimily," 

She did not answer. She fancied that she detected 
a shade of satire in his tone, and it stung her sensitive 
pride. By this time the rest of the party had all 
stai'ted. The three graces had given up Mr. Le Roy 
to Queen Bess very willingly. They wei-e a little 
afraid of him, and found themselves more at ease with 
their village cavaliers. He had cut an aliienatock, as 
he called it, for Elizabeth, and another for himself, 
while they had been talking; and now they started for 
tiie climb, just enough behind the othei-s to be out of 
ear-shot. 

For a while they were both silent. Elizabeth carried 
little of the small coin of society, and she was resolutely 
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on guar^. Mr. Le Hoy was thinking about her ; jtist, 
perhaps, on aceonnt of her silence. She interested him 
because she was so unlike the women to whom he was 
accHstomed ; bo doubly unlike any one whom he could 
have expected to meet in Lenox. He was used to 
have women strive to please him, offer perpetual iu- 
cense at his shi'ine, — but this ^rl was evidently indiffer- 
ent with an indifference which he could not believe to 
be assumed. She was gathering flowers and leaves as . 
she went on, — a spray of dog-i-oae, a clump of violets, 
a stalk or two of wild lilies of the valley, anemones, a 
columbine, — he noticed the artistic grace with which 
she grouped them. She walked with a free, grand 
tread. Her voice was cool and clear, her accent per- 
fect. How had it all come? His wonder culminated 
in a question. 

" Were you born in Lenox, Miss Fordyce ? " 

"Born and bred," — she answered, lightly, — "as 
native a product of the soil as these violets. Indeed, 
I have never been out of Berkshire county in my life." 

" And, I pi-esume, do not care to go out of it, since 
it has suited you so well ? " 

His eyes expressed the admiration which something 
in her quiet self-respect forbade him to put into plainer 
language. She smiled. 

« There, at last, your penetration is at fault. I do 
want veiy much to go away from Lenox. I should 
want, when I am old, or tired of the world, to come 
back here again, and die under these skies. I think I 
could not rest quietly in my grave, unless I were 
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bui'ied in the sliatlow of tliese Berksliire hills. But in 
the mean time I do long to see something of life. I 
was interested to meet you to-day, because you came 
from the great world outside, and I fancied there would 
be something of its atniosphei-e about you, making you 
diflei-ent from the men to whom I am accustomed." 

"And you ai'e disappointed ?" he asked; and then 
waited for her slow-coming answer with an interest for 
which he mentally scoffed at himself. 

She looked at him thoughtfully and deliberately, 
before ebe spoke. 

" No, I do not think that I am. Tou are not just 
what I fancied, but there Is something about you which 
£a not of Lenox." 

He wondei-ed in what respects he had fsuled to realize 
her conception of him, — whether he were less than she 
had thought, or more, — but he saw no encouragement 
to ask the question in her quiet eyes ; if indeed his own 
pride had not stood as much in the way as her reserve. 
Jast then he i-egistered a vow, mentally, that before 
the summer was over he would loiow just what she 
thought about him, just how much power he could 
gain over her. The affitir began, even in this early stage, 
to interest him keenly. 

Do not commit the error of fancying that his heart 
was touched. His cousin had said, you know, that a 
heart had been left out when he was made. However 
that may have been, he cert^nly had not as yet devel- 
oped any sentiment for Elizabeth Fordyce; but his 
cunoaity was thoroughly aroused about her, and his 
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masculine vanity, of which he had no small share, was 
up in arms. Before the summer was over, not only 
wonld he know her thoughts concerning him, but they 
should be what he pleased to make them. 

The encounter gave new zest to the pr<ffipect of his 
summer campaign. He had planned to go to Newport 
later in the season, after his literaiy work should be 
aecomplLshed ; but there would be time enough for this 
little innocent game of heai'ts before August. 

Not a single thi-ob of pity moved him, as he watched 
this young, imaginative, freBh-hearted girl standing at 
length on the summit of the Peak, and looking off 
over the landscape, her dai'k.eyes shining, and the 
swift color of excitement staining her cheeks. He 
began to think her really handsome, as lie saw her now, 
in contrast with her three cousins, whose beauty had 
been so much more stiiking at first sight. They were 
" well-blown," as he phrased it to himself. The sun 
had treated them as he usually does light-complexioned, 
thin-skinned women. Their delicate little faces were 
flushed and scorched, till they looked like full-blown 
peonies; and there was an unpieturesque disarray 
about their general get-up which certiunly put them at 
a sad disadvantage. 

Queen Bess looked as cool as when she started. Her 
white robes were unstained. The flowers in her hands, 
even, were not withered. She stood there, looldng off 
towards the world she longed to try, with her wide 
eyes and her glowing cheeks, — an incarnation, surely, 
of pure-hearted, high-souled, graceful womanhood. And 
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Elliott Le Roy speculatecl about tlie pliafics of leeling 
thi-ongh which she should pass before he had done 
with her, as coolly, and anfilytieally, and selfishly, as if 
that fine, strong nature of hers had not held capacities 
for joy and soi'row which he could no more compre- 
hend or measure than one could fathom the ocean with 
a lady's ribbon. 

The whole party went down the Peak in company, 
after half an hour's restful enjoyment of the view. Mr. 
Le Boy waa thrown with Kate and Bell Fordyce ; or 
perhaps he let himself drift into their neighborhood 
just to see if it would pique Elizabeth. It vexed him 
a little to perceive that it did not. She was just as calm 
and bright as when she had climbed up the height at , 
his side, — silent for the most part, as she had been then, 
but with a face full of enjoyment, eager eyes which 
swept the landscape, and yet with gentle words and 
attentive air for every one who particularly addressed 
her. " Wild thing, shy thu^," he called her to himself 
remembering a line of an old song. Would any one 
ever tame her? Would she ever come and go at any 
man's best, — lay her heart in any man's hand ? If so, 
and he were not that man, it would be easy to hate him. 

At the foot of the Peak she sat down again, and 
began to make the violet-wreath for which they had all 
been gathering blossoms, but for whose twining no 
fingeis were so deft as her own. Preparations for 
dmnei ivere going on. A fire was kindled amid diffi- 
culties and laughter. A kettle was hung on some 
cio-ibcd twigSi and guilsh heads bunt over baskets anrl 
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hampers. Mr. Le Eoy looked on for a few moments 
without offering his assistance, and then lazily sauntered 
over to Elizabeth. 

"So you don't help to get dinner ? " he asked her. 

" No, my part is to miike the wreath, and arrange 
the flowei-s for the vases, I always put out fires when I 
tiy to kindle them ; aud I think I can't be one of the 
wicketl, for whatever I do does not prosper, in a domes- 
tic line, at least." 

"I think you oould kindle some fires that many 
waters could not quench, neither could the floods 
drown," Le Eoy said, slowly, watching her cheeks 
for a blush which did not come. 

" Could you get me some water fi-om the spring for 
these vases? " she asked, trying her flowers into one of 
tbem, eo coolly that he could not tell whether she had 
comprehended him. 

" Don't send me away for cold water," he said, pathet- 
ically, "I get enough of that here." 

Elizabeth laughed. 

" Oh, you must do something as well as the rest, if 
you want your dinner. Kate is Queen bee, and she 
won't allow any drones in the Live." 

" Cruelty, thy name is Miss Fordyce ! " he sighed, 
with a dramatic air ; but he took a pitcher and brought 
her the water, notwithstanding. When he came back 
she made a divei-sion by filling her vases and putting 
them on the table; and then the ci'own must be adjusted 
to Kate's golden head ; and by that time dinner was 
ready. 
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Foi' the iiour or two after the feast fate was unkind 
to Mr. Le Roy. He had no opportunity to get Queen 
Bees to himself; and he was one of those men for whom 
nothing is so stupid as a general conversation. Pie re- 
venged himself on fate by doing his utmost to disturb 
the peace of mind of Miss Emmie, the youngest For- 
dyce, by pouring into her ear the most absurd and 
unmitigated flatteries, which she swallowed just as 
children a little younger do candy, regardless of whence 
it comes, but with eager and unsophisticated delight in 
its sweetness. He soon tired of this too easy game, 
and managing to get the eai" of his cousin, Mre. Henry 
Fordyce, the most cai'elessly good-natured of matrons, 
he asked in an undertone, — "Jule, would it he any 
harm for me to invite one of those Fordyces to drive 
home with me ? " 

Mrs. Henry considered a moment. "I don't believe 
it would," she said at length, " To be sure you never 
saw them till to-day ; but they are my nieces, and you 
are my cousin. No, I don't see any hai-m." 

Of courae Elizabeth was the "one of the Fordyces" 
whom Mr. Le Roy had in his mind, and wanted to have 
in hia wagon. He went up to her, armed with her 
aunt's approval. 

" I wonder if you would have confidence enough in 
my skill as a whip to trust me to diiye you home?" 
he asked, adroitly, as if he were suggesting the only 
ptresible objection to his arrangement. "I spoke to 
Juiia about it, and she thought you would be safe 
enough. She has eat behind my horse two or three 
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times ; but there are not many things of which she is 
afraid." 

Miss Foi-dyce considered a moment. It was not 
quite the thing, even in primitive Lenox, to didve 
with a gentleman so nearly a stranger; bat then he 
was her aunt's cousin, and he was an historical philoso- 
pher, or a philosophical historian, she had not found 
out which yet, but she wanted to find out. Yes, she 
would go. 

They stiu'ted a little earlier than the rest, for they 
found they were agreed in disliking to talte other peo- 
ple's dust ; and it would be equally objectionable to 
lead tlie cavalcade, and inflict on wmple-hearted fol- 
lowers the annoyance they shirked for themselves. So 
they solved the problem by starting half an hour in 
advance of the time appointed ; and though they took 
the longest way home, and made a considerable detour 
even from that, tliey were standing at the Tordyce 
gate, and quite ready to welcome the three Graces on 
their arrival. 

Soon after they set out, Elizabeth plucked up cour- 
age and asked Mr. Le Eoy about his books. He saw 
the ef^er light in her eyes, and smiled secretly. So it 
was as an author that she was interested in him. That 
might answer for the world, but he ohose to make bis first 
impression upon her in his private capacity as a man. 

He answered carelessly, — "My books are not books 
at all. The papers I am writing now may possibly be 
put into book foi'm some tJme ; but the Bostonians are 
to have the benefit of them first in the shape of lectures 
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before their Lowell Institute, — dull old lectures atout 
the liistory of a certain epoch. For the rest, I've only 
written ai-ticles for the monthliea and quarterlies, and a 
lecture now and then. Did Cousin Julia delude you 
into thinking me an anthor, and so make all Lenox 
ready to be ehy of me in advance? " 

"I don't Itnow about the delusion. She certainly 
said yoE were an author, — at least Kate told me so, — 
and I oannot see any thing incorrect in the statement, 
according to your own showing. I siippose Addison 
was none the less an author because his best ener^es 
were ^ven to a daily paper." 

" Oh, if you are going back into the classics, 1 oiy 
quaiter. I foresee I shall find you too clever for me." 

A smile flickered round his lips as he spolte, which 
vexed Elizabeth and made her silent. She was willing 
enough to be laughed with, bnt it woidd not be easy 
to win her forgiveness for man or woman who should 
laugh at her. 

They bowled along for a little while under green 
trees over the still country road. Le Roy had under- 
stood her sdence, and was thinking how to redeem hina- 
self. Presently he said, with a complete assumption of 
frankness, — "I vexed you just now, but yoii vexed me 
firet. My ideal is so high that I feel myself a tyi-o, and 
it sounds like satire when any one talks to me of auth- 
orship. Let us ci-y quits and begin again. I have seen 
some really great men. When I was in England I 
heard Kobert Browning talk, and Tennyson. Which 
do you like best 1 " 
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" I don't kuow. I think I should say Browning ; and 
yet Tennyson has written two verses which move me 
more than almost any others in the language." 

"What are they?" 

He asked the question in a quiet, matter-o&fact way, 
and she answered it as simply as if she had not been a 
young girl, talking to a man whose fascinations had 
already proved too much for many a woman's pea«e:— 

" Oh, let the solid grouncl 

Not fail beneatli my feet, 
Before my life has found 

What some have found eo eiveet ; 
Then !et come what come may. 
What matter if I go mad, 
I shall have had my day. 

"Let the sweet heavens endure, 
Hot close and darken above me. 

Before I am quite, quite sure 
That there is one to love me ; 

Then let come what come may. 

To a life that has been eo sad, 

I Bhali have had ray day." 

"Jove, how that girl could love!" Le Roy said to 
himself, listening to the quivering voice, watcliing the 
changeful color. " I should like to see how she would 
look when once her whole nature was waked up," 

When her voice died on the air, which seemed to 
hold the echo of its melody a moment after the last 
word was spoken, he looked at her steadily, till the 
clear eyes drooped, 

"You are tempting fate witli that prayer. Miss For- 
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dyco. Ton stand in the east of your life, and already 
I see the rose of dawning. But you ai'e cool of head, 
if warm of heart, and I think yon will not go mad." 

She did not answer. His longing to tame this "wild 
thing, shy thing," was gi'owing on him. I wish Eliza- 
heth had bad a mother just then to say a prayer for 
her happiness ; for Elliott Le Roy was a man pitiless as 
death, and what he longed for he generally attained. 



CHArTEE III. 

A COSTLY EXPEKTMENT. 

Mrs. Hbnet Foedtcb looked out of her window the 
forenoon after the picnic, and saw her handsome elegant 
cousin sauntering in at her gate. She was weak euough 
to feel a little pride in her relationship with him, — in 
his talents, his breeding, his good looks, his grand air, 
his m^niScence, generally speaking. She knew that 
half Lenox was envying her her kinship with him ; and 
few things are more delightful to a naturally constitnted 
woman than those which tempt her erring wsters to 
break the tenth commandment. Slio received her vis- 
itor with impressment. 

" I looked for you, Elliott. I thought you were sure 
to come and tell me how you liked Lenox." 

" What I thought of your husband's nieces, you 
mean," he eori'eoted her, with a smile which hold a 
little covert satire. 
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""Well ! if you choose to put it in that way. I saw 
that you drove Elizabeth home. Don't you think the 
othei-s handsomer?" 

" Yes, I suppose so, if they weren't such duplicates 
of each other. I hke individuality." 

" They are a good deal alike. People call them ' the 
three Graces,' you know, — or ' the handsome Fordyces.' 
When they say those things, of course they don't in- 
clude Elizabeth." 

" Does that hurt her feelings 1 " 

"How absurd. Would she say so if it did? But 
i-eally I doubt if she eares, elie ia so full of her day- 
dreams." 

" And the others ai'C not dreamers, — real blue and 
gold, flesh and blood, Jule, it is warm, and I am lazy, 
— just in the humor for gossip ; which, after all, men 
like quite as well as women, if only the subject is in- 
teresting. So let me lie back here in this gi'eat eaey- 
ehair, and you tell me about Elizabeth Fordyce. She 
has excited my curiosity, just because she is so unlike 
the rest of them. How ia it that she hasn't the family 
beauty?" 

"Why, you see her mother was a Nugent, and that's 
where the dark eyes and hair, and the reserved, di-eam- 
ing temperament come from. She's very like a picture 
I've seen of her mother. There's but little Fordyce 
about her, poor thing." 

" It is unlucky, if her face ia her fortune ; but perhaps 
she has money ? " 

"Not a dime of her own. I've heard rumors since I 
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came here tliat sfae wasn't fairly dealt with in that mat- 
ter ; but Henry wont talk about it. You see her father 
and the unele she lives with w*ire in business together, 
and jnst after her father's death thei-e was some embar- 
rassment about money matters, and the fli-m came near 
being insolvent. So it was made out, somehow, that 
no money was to come to her ; but then her nncle took 
her home, and has done by her juat the same as by hia 
own children ; so, after all, there is no fault to be 
found. They've all been good to her, only I don't 
think they undei'stand her very well. They say she's 
queer." 

" I suppose she likes her life ? " he asked, with secret 
cmiosity. 

"I don't quite know. She was eighteen last spring, 
and Kate told me that she had been restless ever since 
to get away and do something for herself. She would 
have gone before now, only that her uncle was bo op- 
posed. But she has been studying with all her might 
to fit herself to go as a governess at the first good 
opening," 

Elliott Le Roy smiled at the thought of some of Eliz- 
abeth's cool, little ways, and crisp, curt speeches. The 
governess element did not appear to him to be very 
strongly developed in her character. Having found out 
all he wanted to know, he got up lazily. 

" What, you are not going ? " 

"Yea, Tm afraid I must. It's a bore, rushing round 
in the sun, and you know, Julc, how I like to sit in 
your cool, quiet parlor; but I must not quite forget all 
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soraal laws even in this Berlishire Arcadia. It becomes 
me to inquire about the health of the Fordyces after 
their picnic." 

As he walked along, however, it waa only one of the 
Fordyces of whom he thought, and that one, Elizabeth. 
He had said to himself, yesterday, "How that girl could 
love ! " and he was curiously tempted to try the exper- 
iment of making her in love with himself. He fancied 
her petulant little ways; her pretty insuhordinations; 
the shy sweetness of her rare and hard-won tenderness; 
and then the triumph of her full and free suiTCnder. 
Once it came across his mind that it wouldn't be so 
very bad a thing to many her, K he married at ail, it 
must be a woman who would not fetter him, — who 
would demand little, and take what he gave, thankfully. 
He had bachelor ways, single-man tastes, which he 
would not be willing to sacrifice to any one. A giri in 
his own set, well posted as to her dues, would not be 
satisfied with any such half conquest. But this "wild 
thing, shy thing," would she not be easy to content, 
once that a man had tamed her? If some one were to 
save her from her governessing career, and stirround 
her with elegance and luxury, how gratitude would 
deepen and sweeten her love. 

That reflection, by the way, showed how little he 
really knew of women. Gratitude and love run in 
parallels. There may be room for both in the same 
heart, but they never touch, nor do I see how one can 
deepen the other. 

Mr. Le Eoy laughed, a cynical little laugh, all to 
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himself, as he came to the Fovflyce gate and the end 
of hia rerei-y at the eame time. Ailer all, what did he 
■want of a ^rl with whom he certainly was not in love, — 
who, at best, would be more or less of an incumbrance ? 
Still, it was only Miss Elizabeth Foi-dyce for whom he 
asked at the door ; though the rest might be supposed 
to hold equal claims upon his courtesy. 

He was shown into a little room which, by tacit 
consent, had been abandoned to Elizabeth, It was 
fiiraished with quaint, old-fashioned furniture, which 
had been her mothei^s, A bookcase, well filled, was 
one of its adornments. Ivy-vines had been trained 
over the windows, into leafy coraices for the soft, white 
muslin curtains. The few chairs were all easy-chairs. 
The windows were open, but Elizabeth had a Southera 
temperament, and liked waraith, so there was a little 
gi-ate with a tiny soft-ooal fii'e, clear and bright ; and, 
near the fire, her delicate cheeks flushed by its glow, 
sat Elizabeth. She had no means to make expensive 
toilets, but she had the tact to make effective ones. Her 
dress was white, with violet libbons; and a violet 
odor floated out fi'ora her filmy handkerchief. Her eyes 
kindled when she met Mr. Le Roy, and then drooped 
again ; and her visitor took in the whole picture, — 
room and fiirnishings, and graceful woman, — - and 
scoffed at Lenox for not having found out, before 
this, wlio vras the handsome Fo]'dyce. 

The shy eagerness of her welcome charmed him. 
He sat down beside her, and began to talk to her about 
some of tlie books Iviiig on her table. He found that 
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she bad both read and thought, thongh her high esti- 
mate of his ability made her diffident of expressing her 
own ideas. Once or twice, however, she flashed into 
passionate earaestness. Once was when he toolc up a 
volume of Goethe. 

" So you lilte the grand old German ? " he said. 

" Like him ! " The dark, gray eyes flashed, the cheeks 
flamed. " Mr. Le Roy, I hate him ! " 

"I presume yon do not question his genius?" 

"The more genius, the moi'e shame!" slie cried, hotly. 
"A man that conld coolly go to work to win one 
woman's heart aiter another, just to see how love 
would affect each different type, and then throw them 
away like squeezed oranges. I tiy to think good will 
always triumph over evil, in the end ; hnt I have often 
wondered whether thei-e were soul enough in that man 
to be worth saving. Mind he had plenty of; but it is 
not mind to which the eaiang promise of immortality is 

" So yoa think trifling with a woman's heart is the 
unpai-donable sin?" 

"I don't know," she said, slowly. "God forbid that 
I should pronounce any soul's sentence. Still, I know 
but one worse crime in a man than winning a woman's 
heart for p^time." 

"What is that? Your code of morals interests 



" To many a wife without loving her," she a 
in a still, controlled voice, but with cheelcs and eyes 
aflame. " When a woman foimd herself trifled with 
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and deserted, pride might come to her rescue, and her 
day and chance for happiness might not be quite over, 
— for, rojnanee about it how we may, women, and men 
too, do sometimes love more than once. But, deceived 
into a loveless marriage, what is there for the wife 
to do but to die? I think I could never forgive that 
wrong on earth or in Heaven." 

" How if a woman marries a man without loving 
Mm?" 

"She wi'ongs hint, surely; and her own soul yet 
more. But the oases ai'e not parallel. Love is not so 
vital to a man ; and, besides, I firmly believe that any 
husband who has married a wife with a free heart can 
win her love if he tries." 

" Tour experience must have been very limited ; how 
have you formed your theories of life ? " he asked her, 
wonderingly. 

" They are only theories, as you say, I cannot tell 
how they would stand contact with actual life. But 
they were strong enough to make me hate Goethe." 

She rounded her sentence with a smile, and then 
took up some delicate sewing, and began stitching on 
it, as if she considered the discn^ion finished. 

Mr. Le Roy drew " Men and Women " from his 
pocket, and opened it first to " Evelyn Hope ; " that 
hopefuUest poem of love and woe which poet ever 
penned. Afterwards he turned a few pages to the 
" Toccata of Gallnppi's," and read it through. Two 
lines stayed with Elizabeth, and kept her company 
long after he had bidden her good-morning, and gone 
S-W^y,,.— 
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" Some with lives tliat come to notliing, some with deeds as well 

undone. 
Death came tacitly, and took them where they never see the sun." 

Would her life come to nothing? Was sho one of 
tiie "butterflies" to "dread extinction"? Her exist- 
ence, jwst then, seemed laid upon her as a burden, noK 
given her ^ a blessing. 

Elliott Le Roy went out again into the June sun- 
light. He was becoming singularly interested in 
Elizabeth ; but it was precisely in the Groethe fashion 
of wishing to try experiments with her. 

"It would almost pay to many hei-," he said to 
himself, with his cool little laugh, "just to see what 
kind of wife she would make. She talked desperately 
and defiantly enough, but she would be very submis- 
sive, I think, when she couldn't help herself. It's the 
way with these high-mettled, true-blooded creatures, 
whether horses or women. Once well-broken to har- 
ness, and there's no end to their faithfulness and 
submission. I'd trust her. But she wouldn't give away 
that heart of hers in a day." 

He walked on, switching off dandelion-heads with 
his light walking-stick. Lenox was more exciting than 
he had expected. Perhaps he could not make Elizabeth 
care foi' him, even if he tried ; but at that thoaght he 
smiled a little scornfully to himself. He had found 
women so fai- very easy to win, though he had won 
them not to weai', hitherto. So far in life he had loved 
and ridden away ; but curiously enough he did not for 
a moment contemplate pm'suing this course with ElizH/- 
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beth. II' lie won her heart he quite understood that he 
must pay the legitimate price for hie triumph. Nor 
did this prospect very much trouble him. Pai-tly be- 
cause — come howthose things may — she was so esseu- 
tialSy thorough-bred that he could trust her to be equal 
to any position in which he might place her; and 
partly — though this was unaclinowiedged to himself — 
because even his Mephistophelian nature was not 
wholly freo from the human longing to be loved, to 
have one human creature to eay a prayer for him if he 
were in peril, or drop a teau for him if he were dead. 
I think, too, that even this man of the world would 
not have been quite bold enough deliberately to 
resolve on trifling with such a " being of sphlt, and 
fire, and dew," as Elizabeth. 

Still, whether in the character of tiifler or man in 
earnest, he went day after day to the Fordyce dwelling. 
He read to Elizabeth, and talked to her. The country 
ways learned to know his horse's footsteps, and the peo- 
ple, for a radius of ten miles round the village, gi'ew 
familiar with the handsome, haughty face of the horse's 
master, and the slight, dai'k-haired girl beside him. 

Elizabeth's soul was in a strange tumult All of life 
had become savorless to her except the hours when he 
was beside her; and yet with him she was never quite 
happy or at ease. She wished in one breath that she 
had never seen him ; while in the next she shivered at 
the thought of what Lenox would be when summer and 
he had taken fiight together. 

" Do yon love me, Elizabeth ? " 
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He asked her this one day, in a half-reckleas mood; 
piqued to do it, perhaps, by her inscratable self-posses- 
sion. It was sis weeks after the' picnic, — six weelcs 
during which there had not been a single day when 
they had not met. In August he was to go to New- 
port ; and now it was the middle of July. They had 
been talking of this, and it had seemed to her as if some- 
thing tight round her heart were strangling it. She 
eat silent, because she had not self-control enough to 
speak calmly; and into this silence his question fell, — 
" Do you love me, Elizabeth ? " 

She grew very pale, and her voice shook as she an- 
swered, — "God help me, I do not know. I never cared 
for any one else, and I don't want to part with you ; 
but I had thought love was something more, or different. 
Can't you help mo to understand myself, Mr.Le Roy?" 

The soft pleading in her eyes moved him. Her help- 
lessness was so appealing, her voice so faltering, her 
face so pale and sweet, that Elliott Le Roy came 
nearer to loving her in that moment than ever he had 
before. He took her close into his arms, and kissed 
her, — a long, silent kiss, — his first. He felt something, 
but I think he feigned more ; for his was a nature to 
which shams fitted tfaemselves as a gai-ment. 

" I think you do love me, Elizabeth. Is it not so?" 

With his eyes and lips on hers, the whole magnetism 
of his nature swaying her towards him, she answered 
under her breath, — "If you care for my love, Mr. Le 
Roy, I think you can keep it." 

And in saying this she told him neither more nor less 
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than the trutli. If he had honestly loved her, Iioaestly 
cared for her love, it would never have failed him. 
She did not yet know herself; but be had all things in 
his favor. He satisfied her pride, — he fulfilled the de- 
mands of her taste, — her heart might easily be his by 
right of discovery, if he chose to enter in and take pos- 

Would he choose? 

For a moment a vagne longing for the possible sweet- 
ness there might be in a true love, a true home, came 
over him, and his manner was very tender, 

" Shall I be a grand dame enough for your sphere in 
life ? " Elizabeth asked humbly. 

" If I bad not thought my rose perfect, should I have 
tried to gather it?" he said in answer. "There ai-e 
other flowers in other gardens, — I have chosen here." 

He had not said one word about his love for her, but 
Elizabeth had not noticed the omission. Nor had he left 
such words unsaid from any conscientious scruples, any 
doubts of himself, but simply because they did not come 
natui'ally to him. He was not an afiectionate man ; 
and jast here was the reef on which, bad all her skies 
been fair, all her winds favoring, Elizabeth was sure, 
soon or late, to come to woe. 

Underneath all her delicate shyness, her nature was 
tenderly affectionate, and, where she deeply loved, very 
demonstrative as well. She would never have weaned 
of the manifestations of affection ; while to be fond and 
caressing, or even to endure such things patiently for 
any length of time, -was not in Le Roy's mental consti- 
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tntion. Elizabeth's instinctive and refined womanliness 
was sui-e to keep her from weaiying any man with irn- 
sought caresses; bat it offered her no secunty against 
that hunger of the heart of which one dies at last,just 
as surely as of bodily famine. 

The time for discovering this lack had not yet come, 
and she fancied hei-self very happy as she sat at Le 
Roy's side, and heard him tell how she had interested 
him fiom the first. Nor was he insincere in this talk. 
If I have given you the impression that he was a man 
with no good qualities, no tender human feeling, no 
respect for moral obligations, I have failed to render 
him to you fairly. The trouble about correctly under- 
standing people is that there are no pure temperaments ; 
no one is altogether bad or altogether good. The bad 
preponderates feaifully in some natures ; but no man is 
left to live on eai-th when he is quite a devil, or faUs of 
translation when he is all a saint. 

Sitting beside Elizabeth, in those first hours after he 
had won her, Le Boy certainly felt a tenderness for her, 
a real interest in her, which he had never experienced 
for a wom.an before. It was far enough ii'om the grand, 
self-sacrificing devotion of a nobler man ; but it was the 
best he had to give, — let us do him justice. 

As for Elizabeth, thinking of her in those hours, one 
wishes over again that she could only have had a pure, 
wise, good mother. Poor child! She was not in one 
sense ignorant. She had read and thought in her way, 
and framed her fine-spun theories; but she knew so 
Badly little of her own heait. 



3c by Google 



HER MA\AVLE 6b 

And this engagement wis but tin, ty\ e of half those 
foi'meii by young girls of eighteen the conutry over. 
They do not gueaa what tine love is oi should be, — 
they mistake for it theii fliat Leiit-flutter, — they do 
not comprehend their own natures, or divine what they 
will need when they come to the full stature of their 
womanhood ; and yet they are veiy honest, and mean 
all they say when they utter, in their ignorance, that 
solemn vow which neither Heaven nov man could help 
them to keep, until Heaven or man should be able to 
make the sun move back on his coui'se, or the streams 
flow upwards towards the mountain tops. 



CHAPTER IV. 



TnE(iext day, after the understanding ariived at in the 
last chapter, was Thm'sday ; and Mr. Le Roy started 
tor Kew York in the morning. Friday afternoon, the 
last ti-ain brought him back L^dn, and he went over in 
the gloaming to see Elizabeth. She ti;embled a little 
when he came to her side. It gave her a curious feel- 
ing to meet again, after his brief absence, this man, in 
whose hands her future lay. The agitation of her 
manner made him think of the fluttering of some newly 
caught woodland bird. He called her again, in his 
thought, his " wild thing, shy thing," and experienced 
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some of the pleasant excitement he had expected to feel 
in her capture. 

"Did you know you were to wear my fetter?" ho 
asked after a while. " I went to New York partly for 
the purpose of providing myself with a manacle for 
your securer binding." 

" I think I shall not want to run away if you are 
good to me," she said, in a low, shy tone. 

"And I, you see, do not mean you shall ran away, 
whether or no. I shall hold on to you like Fate." 

He laughed aa he spoke ; but he and she, in those 
two sentences, had unconsciously struck the key-note 
of their two lives. 

The ring he put upon her finger was the conven- 
tional diamond solitaire, but unusually large and bi'il- 
liant, for Le Roy was rich, and not niggardly. Elizabeth 
had the intense love for beautiful things, which inheres 
in such temperaments as here ; but the ring, handsome 
as it was, gave her a singular feeling of discomfort. It 
seemed to watch her, like a gi'eat, fiery eye. She felt 
as i^ in some subtle, inexplicable way, that eye were 
her keeper. She was never quite the same self-willed, 
independent girl after she wore it. It was as though, 
like a conquered fort, she had given up ber defences, and 
hung out now the colors of the enemy. Not that she 
allowed these thoughts any room in her consciousness. 
She ima^ned herself vei-y happy indeed, only some 
occult influence had changed her fi-om her old self. 

Perhaps, as the days went on, Le Roy may have felt 
this subtle change. At any rate, the two weeks which 
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followed hia betrothal were duller than he had ex- 
pected. Some sauce piquante was wanting. He was 
precisely one of those men, to whom the chief charm 
of any object consists in the winning of it, — once his, 
it was apt to pall upon his fancy. For six weeks past 
there had been a certain kind of excitement about long 
morning sessions in Elizabeth's little parlor, listening to 
and drawing out her quaint fancies and crude theories, 
afternoon rides behind his high-stepping horse, and 
evening lingerings under moon and stars, amid falling 
dew, and air heavy with summer odors. But now, that 
all these things were orthodox, and he knew that it 
was expected of him to pass a good share of his days at 
Elizabeth's side, he began to grow tired of it all. Ho 
thought of the little girl in Sydney Dobell's song, who 
asked, — 



and wonld have liked to pat the iforesiil little giil 
on the he'id ioi expies'iing his idei so well totill, he 
contmed to satisfy til Elizibeth's dem'iuds, — putly, 
peihips, because Bhe knew so little of the oidimiy 
wiys of love ■ind lo^era Then, too, hoi natuie wit 
generous, ind not exacting Moieover, she bil logi- 
cs foundation foi ■m entire futh m him She hid 
neither foi tune nor sociit influence noi did the think 
heiself in the least handsome ''he thought, theiefoie, 
that the lo-ve which bad sought hei out, m spite ol ill 
these disadvantages, must bo deep, if sdent Sj she 
went on, fancying hei-sell altogethei hippy , but ^ome- 
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tMng had changed about her, she knew not what. She 
■was quiet and submissive to an authority, recognized, if 
new ; and, after all, the tamer had nothing to tame. It 
was a household bu-d, which came and went at his 
call, and wore his manacle willingly, but he could not 
fancy her his " wild thing, shy thing," any more. 

One day, in the flrat week of August, he stopped at 
hie Cousin Julia's on his way to Elizabeth. 

" I am off for Newport to-morrow, Jule," he said, 
when she came into the room, " and I thought I'd look 
in on you a few moments before I went away." 

" Are you off with Elizabeth ? " 

" No ; without her." 

"You know what I mean, — is it all over between 
you ¥ " 

Le Roy laughed. " Ob, no ; it is all impending. I 
want to be married the last of October. I hale bridal 
tours, and all similar exhibitions of one's self to the 
mUlion; so I want the wedding just when it will be 
pleasant to go back to town. Elizabeth will have 
enough to do in the mean time, and there is no reason 
why I shouldn't have my usual five or six weeks at 
Newport." 

Mrs. Heniy Fordyce looked at him for a silent mo- 
ment; then she said, with an expressive lift of her eye- 
brows, — " TJpon my word, you are a cool lover. But 
Queen Bess can't blame me, whatever comes. I told 
the Fordyces, before thoy ever saw you, that your 
heart was left oat." 

"If tliat be true of me, you will at least acknowledge 
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that I did well to select a wife wLo will not demnnd 
that I should dance peipetnal attendance npon hei 
Elizabeth knows little of the ways of the woild , and, 
tbant Giod, she is neither exacting noi demonstiatue" 

"Neither exacting nor demonstiitne, is ahc ' El 
liott, I quite undei'stand the estimate you put upon \as 
penetration; but, trust me, if that is youi cpiniDn, I 
know Elizabeth Fordyce better than j ou do 

A sai'oastic smile crossed Le Roy's lip--, but he suj - 
pressed it before it had time to rouse his co«'*in's iie, 
and SMd, with the air of one willing to listeQ to lea- 
soB, — "Ton may be more than htlf iight, but ^t anj 
rate, the thing is done, and I came this moraing to ask 
your aid towards its being well done. If I have some- 
times questioned your penetration, you know I have 
never questioned your taste. The future Mi-s, Le Roy 
will not be a woman of fashion ; but some society she 
must see, and I am unwilling to be mortified by her 
toilets. You have lived in New York so long that 
you wiU understand just what she oaght to have. I 
want you to help her with her preparations. Suppose 
you go down with her next week, and arrange about 
dressmakei-s, and the like. I will give you some blank 
checks, and you must see that she has every thing 
which she needs." 

" But how wUl Elizabeth like this supervision ? " 

"I wi!I make that all right with her. Of course 
I don't mean that her taste is to be set aside in the mat- 
ter; only you must tell her what and how much she 
requires, and make sure that she has it." 
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Elizabeth swallowed a little pang at the announce- 
ment of her lovor's approaching departure. She did 
not speals: just at first, but he saw a quiver of pain flut- 
ter round her sensitive mouth, and I think he wag 
human enough not to be sorry that she would regret 
him. 

" I thought you understood aJl that, dear," he said, 
kindly. "My plans have beeti made for this sojourn at 
Newport from the fii-st. I am to meet a party of fiienda 
there. It was an aiTangement before I Jeft New York. 
It will ^ve yott aJ! the more time for your preparations. 
The last of October I want to take you home." 

" My pi-eparations will not be much," she said, a red 
spot burning on cither cheek. 

" But I want them to be a good deal. Mrs. Le Roy 
will not be shut up in a convent, and I want her 
properly made ready for presentation to her husband's 
friends. I have been talking to Julia about it this 
morning. She will go to New York with you, and 
help you shop. To save you trouble, I have left the 
sinews of war in her hands, and she will see to ail the 
hills." 

" But, Elliott," — she called his name very timidly, 
for she had not spoken it often, — "I don't like you 
to do this. I should feel so much happier if you would 
just let me have what my uncle chooses to give me, 
until — afterwai-ds." 

He silenced the pleading lips with a kiss. 

" I want you to be prepared for afterwards," he said, 
resolutely, though not unkindly. " If you are ready to 
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^ve yourself to me, and let me tiike care of you for 
life, surely you nee3 not oppose my pleasure in this 
trifle." 

She looked at tlie great diamond eye glittering on 
her finger, — lier manacle. The color came and went 
in her cheeks. She shut her Mps firmly to keep them 
from betraying her by their quivering. Her eyes grew 
moist. A tenderer, more generous man would have 
underatood her well enough to spare her this humilia- 
tion ; but Elliott Le Roy waa not tender, or in any 
large sense generous, and he silently waited for her 
acquieacence. She did not venture to blame him, even 
in her heart. He did not know how she felt, and of 
course it was not to be expected that he would. And 
perhaps, after all, he had a certain right to make sure 
that she would not mortify him. So she said at last, 
very quietly, — "I will give up my own will m the 
matter to yours, and do as you and Aunt Julia tell me ; 
but I wish yoii had not desired this thing." 

He ignored the last part of her sentence altogether, 
and only thanked her for being such a good, sensible 
little girl, just as he had felt sure she would be, when 
she came to consider. 

After ail, the weeks of his absence passed quickly. 
It was not in the heart of woman, least of all such a 
beauty-loving woman as Elizabeth, not to be interested 
in all the elegant things which were purchased so 
lavishly for the future Mi-s. Le Eoy. Nor, indeed, was 
she quite enough in love to have her lover's absence 
take away all the brightness from her life. She under- 
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stood hei-self eo littlo that she was not conscious of any 
lack in ter experiences; but there were depths in her 
nature which Elliott Le Roy, let him love her never so 
well, could not have sounded. And yet, if he fuxd 
loved her generously and fondly, she would have gone 
through life beside him, and he would never have 
lacked any thing in her eyes. It is almost always eiisy 
for even a man, who is not the right man, to hold a 
woman's heart, if he will but love her enough. 

Twice a week Le Koy *i-ote to her, and she was 
very proud of his letters. They were not love-letters, 
though he always addressed her as the one to whom his 
future belonged; but they were very brilliant lettei-s, 
full of wit, and observation, and satire. She was proud 
that he should thus give her of his best; and her 
answers, though she was not vain enough to perceive 
it, paid him back his own coin with usniy. Eliza- 
beth, in her modesty, had never undei-stood her own 
capacities ; bnt Le Roy began to discover, during this 
correspondence, that it would be in her power to dispute 
the bays with him on his own ground, if she chose. 

Eai'ly in September he came to see her for a day, and 
admired the progress of her ti-ouaseau, delighting Mrs. 
Heniy Fordyce with his unqualified approval. He 
gave her at this time a second commission, — brides- 
maid dresses of the loveliest blue silk for the " three 
Graces." 

"Not white?" she asked; for colored dresses were 
less in vogue for bridesmaids then than they are now. 

" Decidedly not white," he answered. " White is 
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lone. They will be groaped around 
her, and it is my fancy to have my peaii set in tui^ 
quoise." 

Elizabeth opened her gray eyes a little wider when 
ho told her that his absence was to be still farther 
prolonged. He was going to the White Mountaina 
with the same iriends whom he had joined at Newport. 
She did not utter a word in opposition; but he an- 
swered the unspoken protest in her eyes. 

" You are busy, my Queen, and I should only be in 
your way. Besides, you know these are my last months 
for enjoying myself en ffar^on." 

She looked at bim gi-avely. "Am I to be a burden 
to you, Mr, Le Roy, — to stand in the way of youi- 
enjoyment?" 

" Not at all, foolish girl ; only to change its nature a 
little, perhaps;" but he thought to himself as he 
spoke, that even this last was extremely unlikely to 

So he went awfty again, and the preparations went on. 

He extended bis trip into Canada, and was gone a 
week or two longer than he expected. Then there 
were arrangements to be made in New York for the 
i-eception of the bride in her new home ; so that some- 
how October was over before a positive time oonld be 
fixed for the wedding ; and it came off at last, on a 
November morning, gloomy and despondent, which of 
itself seemed to Elizabeth's imagination to presage ilk 

The " three Graces," having made their own toilets 
at an earlier hour, assisted at the bride's, by their pres- 
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ence and comments ; but a quiet little dressmaker, who 
had set most of the stitchea in the white robes, put them 
on. Elizabeth stood up at last, fair and pale as a snow 
image, with a wonderful radiance of shimmeiiBg silk 
and falling lace about her. Mr. Le Roy came to look 
at her before her uncle took her to church ; his most 
gallant, debonair self, on thi'i occasion, quite ready to 
pay her compliments. 

"Am I all right?" she i^ked him, a little anxiously. 

" If the other Queen Bcs-s had been a tithe as fair 
she would never have died nnwedded. But you look 
like a wraith, — imrod, lUusn e. Wdl you ' slip like a 
shadow, a dream, from my hands' ?" 

"Not now," she answered. "If you should tu-e of 
me, by and by, who knows what I would do ? " 

" Well, at least you shall wait for that," and then he 
took her in his arms, and kissed her for the last time as 
Elizabeth Forfyce. Did his kiss la«k any thing, or did 
some secret whisper of destiny make itself heai'd just 
then in her soul ? She clung to him an instant, in a 
strange passion of emotion ; was it regret for the well- 
known past, or dread of the untned future, — who 
knows ? She only said, — "I shall have no one in the 
whole world an hour hence but you. God help us if 
we are making a mistake ! " 

Elizabeth Lc Roy camo out of the church, where 
she had stood, a pale pearl, among her cousins, 
braYC in blue and gold and in their young, strong, 
healthy beauty, whose brilliance no sentimental sor- 
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rows would ever dim, — among them, but not of them, 
as she had been for ao many yeai-s. She came out, 
leaning on her husband's arm, and the keen, pene- 
trating November air seemed to ati-ike to her lieart 
with a sudden chill. 

She had speculated sometimes, sis what girl does not, 
in her dreaming girlhood, about her wedding morning ; 
but somehow her fancies had never been any thing like 
this reality. Still she tried to believe that she was not 
only very prosperous, but veiy happy. 

Mr. Le Boy, wealthy, elegant, critical, had chosen 
her, — her, out of the world full of women he knew. 
He was going to take her from the stillness and in- 
action of which in those long, dreamy years her very 
6oul had grown tired, and carry her into the thick of 
life, — such a life of stir, and tumult, and endeavor as 
she had longed to try. What did it mean, that fate 
ehould so have filled her cup to the brim ? Why, to 
her of all others, had tliis brilliant destiny opened ? 
And what ailed her, that she was not fuller of self- 
gratulation, that she could take it so quietly? 

They went home, and ate bride-cake, and drank 
champagne ; and then Elizabeth went away to take off 
her misty robes. One last look her husband had of her 
in those gannents, as she turned at the foot of the stairs 
to speak to him, her di-apeiy, white and fleecy as 
a doud, falling about her, — a tall, slim shape, with 
gleaming eyes, and hair of silken dusk, and face of 
lilies ncpt roses, save where the lips had budded red. 
She looked too much like a spirit. Le Roy was glad 
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when she came ba«k again in her travelling dress, and 
they went away. 

He had been quite ready to fulfil his engagement 
with Elizabeth, rash and ill-considered aa in his secret 
soul he had already begun to think it ; but the whole 
matter of the wedding had bored him, and he was glad 
to be done with it. He had not enough of faith or 
spiritual insight to have the words of the marris^e ser- 
vice impress him with their solemnity, or even touch 
him by their beauty. It was simply a neeessaiy evil, 
with which he was thanlcful to be done. He was i-e- 
joiced that Elizabeth did not ciy. It was like her good 
sense, he thought. But, indeed," she had not loved 
any of the Fordyces enough to melt into tears over 
them. The bills, aa lonely as herself, were the fiiends 
to whom her heai't was knit the most closely : and as 
she stood at the old window for a few silent moments, 
looking oat towards them, over her eyes there "began 
to move something which felt like tears." But she 
turned away resolntely. She was bidding them and 
her past good-by. Who knew what heights of joy, 
what depths of woe, her soul woald touch before she 
should see those hills again? 

Their long car ride was a strange bridal journey. 
During those monotonous hours, Elizabeth had plenty 
of leisure to think of what she had done. How aod 
then she stole a look at her companion's handsome, in- 
scnitable face, as he bent over the newspapei-s with 
which he had provided himself at the second station. 
It did not cross her mind that he was an uncommonly 
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inattentiTe bridegroom. She knew very littie of the 
world's BSE^es. She had never been accustomed to be 
watched and tended, and she did not expect very much 
in that way even fi'om him ; but she would have liked 
him to talk to her a little, to satisfy her doubts of her- 
self, if such satisfaction were possible. She was suffer- 
ing, as she rode along, from a singular oppression, — a 
dread, lest she should not be elegant enough to please 
him, — should shame him by her ignorance of the ways 
of that world in which he moved. 

She struggled with these doubts and fears in silence, 
for it was not her nature to make much ado about her 
feelings. She had always borne whatever she had to 
bear without words. A woman more exacting, more 
aecHstomed to be an object of interest, would have 
demanded Le Roy's attention, told him her thoughts, 
constrained him to soothe or reassure her. It is possi- 
ble that this course would have suited him better, 
though he did not undei-stand himself well enough to 
think so. At least, it would have given him an interest 
of some kind in the affair, and an occupation. As it 
was, he began to feel himself ennuied. He would have 
liked to think it a respectable proceeding to take him- 
self off to the smoking-car, and enjoy a cigar or two in 
peace. Since this would not quite do, he began to 
watch Elizabeth covertly over the edge of his paper. 

She was always handsomest when she talked. Kow 
her fiwe was colorless and motionless, and it lacked that 
perfect classical regulaiity which makes repose statu- 
esque. Tlie excitement of capture was all over. His 
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"wild thing, ally thing," had heen curiously tame and 
submissive ever since she had worn his ring on her 
finger. He felt in his heart that he might be tempted 
by too much submission to become a tyrant, and he 
wondeied if the instinct of serfdom belonged to Eliza- 
beth. He was destined to find out some day. 

He asked himself, in a vague discontent, to what end 
he had hastened their marriage. Why could they not 
have remained engaged for a few yeai's? Then he re- 
membered that he had felt impelled to huny mattera 
because Elizabeth had had it in her mind to go out gov- 
ernessing, and plumed himself anew on the right he had 
earned to her gratitude, by having saved her from this 
career. At length, out of very shame, he roused him- 
self from this train of thought, and pointed out to his 
wife some familiar object. Tliey were ncaring New 
York. 

Elizabeth had understood from Mrs. Henry Fordyce, 
that Mr. Le Roy had a handsome establishment, but 
she was hardly prepared for the quiet elegance of the 
house on Madison Square to which he took her. A 
housekeeper, stately in black silk, received them ; and 
Le Roy, bidding his wife welcome home, with more of 
tenderness than he had shown her at any time during 
the journey, told her that Mrs. Murray had managed 
his household for years in a way that could hardly be 
improved ; therefore, there would be nothing for the 
new qneen to busy herself about but her own pleasure, 
— the prime minister behind the throne would take all 
trouble off her hands. 
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Whether or not site liked this aiTangement, JEliza- 
beth submitted to it silently. Mrs. Mun-ay led her up- 
staii-s to her own room, — a spacious chamber, — ■ from 
which opened on one side an elegant sitting-room, on the 
other, Mr. Le Roy's dressing-room. Strangely enough, 
a passage from the Bible came into her mind at that 
moment, — " All these things will I give thee if thou 
wOt fall down and worship me." 

Just then, in a rush of enthusiastic emotion, she 
thought it would be only too easy for her to -worship 
tier elegant, handsome husband, from whom all her good 
gifts came. She felt a new thrill of tender thankful nesa 
for the love which had elected her to sbaro the half of 
this man's kingdom, which brought ^° her eyes some 
silent tears. If she had married him with any thing 
short of the entire consecration of her whole being, she 
had erred from pure ignorance of her own nature. But 
if either this man or this woman had loved with that 
unqualified surrender of self, which is so entire and so 
holy, that it is little less than religion, and which is so 
mighty that, felt on one side only, it has before now 
made of marriage a saving ordinance, I should not have 
had my story to telL 
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CHAPTER V. 

AFTER FIVE YEAES. 

Fivn years had gone by, — ycara which the locusts 
had eateD, as they say in Pi'ovence, — aimless, profitless 
years, which yet had brought Elizabeth from eighteen 
to twenty-three, and wrought, I was about to say, some 
subtile changes in her chai'acter. But I con-ect myself. 
I think all our possibilities are latent in us from our 
birth. Most of us are m.any-Eidecl, and circumstance, 
like the tLirn of a wheel, brings uppermost now one side 
of us, now another. Elizabeth Le Roy fancied that she 
was not what Elizabeth Fordyce had been, but then 
Elizabeth Fordyce had not known herself. 

Of these five yeai-s she had kept no record. Eliza- 
beth was not the kind of woman who keeps a diary. 
She could not ease her pain by spreading it over reams 
of paper ; or by self-pity solace herself into a sort of 
luxury of woe, practically almost as desirable as happi- 
ness. The long, slow yeare had eaten into her life, but 
she had made no sign. Some scenes were seared upon 
her soul, — some words burned into her heai-t so deeply 
that she thought not even the river of Death could 
wash tbem away; but neither the world nor even her 
own household knew her as any thing but a prosperous, 
elegant, haughty, silent woman. Only Elliott Le Roy 
knew that the Queen Bess he found in Lenox had been 
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neither haughty nor silent. Did he ever think with a 
pang of regi-et of the vanished girlish sweetness? 

She came downstairs, on the fifth annivei-saiy of her 
maiTiage, with her toilette careihlly made, as usual. 
Her soft, heavy black eilk trailed after her soundlessly 
as she walked. Dainty laces made a white mist at 
throat and wrists; her jewels were pearls, quaintly set. 
She had a singular chai-m for the eye, though she was 
not, never had been, a beauty, as her husband had once 
told her. It was the only outbreak of coarae sincerity 
in which he had ever indulged, — the only time vulgar 
truth had come, strong and passionate, to his elegant 
lips. They had been married scarcely two years then ; 
and Elizabeth had not yet lost her faith in hia love. 
From the first he had left her a great deal to herself, 
and she had almost always boi-ne his absence patiently; 
bnt this one time it entered her mind to remonsti'ate. 
He was going away on a pleasure trip, and she begged 
him either to stay at home, or to take her with him, with 
an exacting earnestness to which she had never accus- 
tomed him, and which some binatal instinct, rising to 
the surface and overpowering his suave polish of man- 
ner, impelled him to put down at once. 

" It is certiunly not my fanlt, Mm. Le Roy, if you are 
poorly entertained," he said, cooCy. " Yon have at 
your disposal your time and my money. As my wife, 
society is open to you." 

"But I am not your wife for the sake of society," she 
had persisted. " For what did you mariy me, if you 
did not care to have me with you, — if our lives were to 
be apait ? " 
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All thit V.1S (leraonio m Le Poj b mtuie intl that 
was no little looked foi a moment out ot his ej es in 
contemptuona silence then burst fiom his lipa Bj 
Heaven nhat did I? What summer ilaj a miloesg 
was it which made me fettei myselt to a woman not 
rich, or distinguished or eveu handsome^ 

She thought, tot an instint, that she should fill helj" 
less at hia feet ; then pride brought the color back to 
cheet and lipa. 

" So you did not love me ? " she asked, slowly. 

« Did I ? — I have foi^otten." 

The words stung her with their contempt, till cheeks 
and lips grew white again ; not with faintne^ this time, 
but with a white heat of passion. 

" I told you once," she said, speaking ea<ih word with 
slow distinctness, " that for a man to many a woman 
without loving her, waa a crime which I, for one, would 
never forgive, on earth or in Heaven." 

Le Roy looked at her, and feared the spirit he had 
roused. He would have given a good deal to unaay 
his own words. As it was, he could only eat them. 
He spoke more 'humedly than was his wont. 

"Elizabeth, we are behaving like two childi-en. If I 
had not loved you, why on earth should I have chosen 
you ? If 1 loved you once, is it likely to be entirely 
over in two yeara ? Don't exasperate me into saying 
things which will cause Ul-blood between us. You take 
the surest way to wear my love out when you are ex- 
acting, and make me feel ray chains. Remember how 
fi'Ce a life I had led before I knew you." 
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Ancl she, prond woman that she was, feeling herself 
altogether his, too reserved and too self-respecting to 
tiu'K anywhere else for oonafort, altogether helpless in 
her dependence upon him, suffered him to seal a hollow 
truce upon her lips ; bot after that day she never again 
urged him to stay at home. 

Since then she had been three yeara hia wife, — just 
as entirely his, subjeot to his pleasure, bound to hold 
up his honor, as if they had loved each other with 
that love which makes mai'riage a sacrament. She 
almost hated hei-self when she thought of it. And now 
it was the fifth anniversary of those mistaken nuptials. 

The last three years had gone by her like a long and 
evil di-eam. That one ontbreak on her husband's part 
had never been followed by any other. He had treated 
her with all outward conrtesy ; but he was like the 
French chevalier who killed more men in duels than 
any other heau sabreur of his time, and who always 
smiled as he slew. No chi-onicle, had she kept never 
so many, eonld have recorded the times when she felt 
the merciless pi-essnre of the u-on hand under the velvet 
glove, — when his keen soom struck home to her 
heart ; his merciless politeness froze her ; his forgetful- 
ness, which seemed born of contempt, goaded her to 



Sometimes she had prayed to die, with a passion 
which it seemed should have opened Ileaven ; but not 
even Death wanted her. 

After a long time, suffering seemed to have deadened 
her nature. Lc Roy camo and went, and she scarcely 
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knew it. Sometimes he talked to her, hut his words 
were vague to her ae dreams, — polite, inquiring, 
sneering, it mattered not, — they made no impression. 
She ceased to shrink, even on the rare occasions when 
his lips touched iier mouth, or he took her, his property, 
into his arms with some sudden sense of that loveli- 
ness of hers, which the slow years Lad brought to 
something paler, purer, and m.ore striking than of old. 
Nothing made any differenec to her, — nothing seemed 
worth while. 

She woke up this aiternoon, — because it was her 
wedding-day, perhaps, — and wondered what this long 
and entire absence of emotion had meant. Was she 
dying, or slowly going mad. Better death itself than 
this hopeless apathy. 

She went back upstairs, and opened a wardrobe in 
an unused chamber. Her wedding-dress hung thei-e. 
She looked at the shimmering white robes and frosty 
frills of laoe, until they carried her back to her old 
self, and the feelings and emotions of the old time. 
Something in her nature seemed to break up, as the 
streams do when the winter frosts are over. She felt 
tears gathering in her eyes, those eyes which had been 
dry so long, and she wiped them away with a thrill of 
thanksgiving. Then she shut the door, and turned its 
key on the ghostly, gleaming bridal fineries, and went 
downstairs again, and sat in the lonely grandeur of 
her drawing-room, at a window opening upon the 
street. 

How many weary hours she had sat there during 
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these eiow-paeed years -which had gone by her. She 
had -watched funerals there, and weddings; beggars 
and republican princes. That window had shown her 
strange sights. Startling contrasts were to be seen 
from it, even now ; but she did not stop to marvel 
at thera. It seemed natural that there should be 
changes in the world, — only for her there was no 
change, and that was stranger than all. 

She began to ask herself what it meant. For what 
reason was she hei-e, always here, — here where she 
did not want to be, and where no one wanted her, — 
far away from all the landmarks Fate would have 
seemed in eai'Iy days to have set fbr her, and yet held 
here by the iron clutch of Fate itself? All sorts of 
chances and changes happened in the world, — deaths 
and births, fortunes made and lost, unexpected dis- 
coveries, hidden things bronght to light, — but for her 
nothing save the same dead level, the life she hated, 
with not even a breath of wind across the desert 

Then suddenly as if another than herself had asked 
it, the qnestion came to her, — why did she stay here ? 
Why not go on to the nest oasis? Somewhere over a 
cool fountain the palm-trees rustled, the water of life 
waited for her lips. Was she imbecile ? Had she no 
courtage? Why had she sat still so long, and let the 
years go by her, never once ti-ying to take destiny into 
her own hands, — growing old, and hopeless, and 
despairing, hut never struggling to help herself? Did 
God malie her a coward, or only a woman, — or were 
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tbe worda synonymea? Dili sho not deserve all she 
Bufferetl? WTiy had abe manied Elliott Le Roy in the 
first place ? But, looking baclt, she saw that she 
could not justly blame herself for that. Her eyes had 
not been opened to what love might be by any feeling 
deeper than she experienced for him. She remembered 
what a knight, without fear and without reproach, he 
had seemed to her when she first met him, — a Saul 
among his fellows. She had neither nndei'stood her 
own heai't then, nor had any standai-d by which to 
measure him. 

Is it not true that women are marrying as unwisely 
every day? Some find out their mistake, and are still 
indifferent; because to them life ia in the abundance 
of the things a man possesses. Will such women's 
]ieaven, I wonder, ever be more than meat, and drink, 
and raiment ? 

Others, in these mismated ranks, never undei-stand 
themselves. They find life a ti-ead-mill round ; but they 
do not guess that it holds any deeper joy or subtler 
woe than themselves have tasted. 

But she did know, — this poor Elizabeth. She had 
fonad out. She understood herself but dimly, even 
yet; still she knew that there was something in her 
ciying out for ever with a cry that would not be 
silenced, — an inner self, dying slowly, for want of 
room to breathe. She wondered again why she had 
stayed so long. 

She had no child to look at her with its Other's 
pitiless blue eyes, whoso possible meanings she knew so 
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■well, now. If she had had one, she could have borne 
on for that, ajid drawn strength from the thonght that 
she was suffering for another's sake, not her own. But 
now she suffered for no other. Le Roy did not want 
her; or, if he did, wanted her only because of his 
own pride ; and sm-ely he, who had been in all things 
so utterly self-seeking, deserved nothing at her hands. 
Her own self-respect she would preserve. Her own 
honor should be unstained ; but she was not held in 
the old gi'ooves by any Action of honor or duty toward 
him. He had put those to flight long ago. Why, 
then, did she sit on there idle, with the great gay 
world of chances and changes outside, and grow old 
and hopeless, losing all the years that should be young 
and glad, doomed to a thirst which no fountain was 
given her to quench ? 

She might have asked herself as well, if she had 
been wiser, what she could possibly gain by going 
away? To go away from her keeper would not free 
her from her bondage. She could only drag her chain 
with her. Morally and legally, the fetter would be 
upon her still ; and would the simple gain of not seeing 
one man's face compensate her for all she must give 
up, — her position of worldly ease and high repute, — 
the luxuries of which long use had made necessities, 
— all the good things of this world which belonged to 
her as Mrs. Le Roy? But she was inconsequent by 
nature, as women almost always are. Roused at last 
from the toi-por which had so long held her motionless 
and silent as death, with no throb of feeling beyond 
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a Tague, sad wonder at herself, she now began to long 
passionately to get away. But where should she find 
any door of escape? Did God, who sent an angel to 
open Peter's prison-house, keep in His Heaven any 
messenger of deliverance for her? 

She heard the street-door open to the master of the 
house, and she sat still and waited for him. The emo- 
tions of the afternoon had left their impress on her 
fajie. Perhaps she had never in her life been so hand- 
some. Her eyes sparkled feverishly. Her cheeks 
glowed. Her iips wei-e vivid crimson. Her hu.sband 
cimc in, and his observant look rested upon her. He 
bowed to her with an aii' of gallantry which seemed to 
hor ?o hollow, that her very soul rose in rebellion 
f^ainst it. He said, as he bent before her, — "I 
congratulate mysel:^ Mre. Le Roy, on having your 
face in my drawing-room. It has blossomed anew 
to-day." 

" Do you know what day it is ? " she asked, coldly. 

"Let me see, — fifth, sixth, seventh of Ifovember, is 
it not ? " 

" It is the fifth annivereai-y of our man-iage." 

" And in honor of that your rosea have bloomed ? 
I congratulate myself that you have retained through 
five years of matrimony so much sentiment for me." 

" Sentiment for you ! " 

She got up and stood before him, a slight shape, 
with her soft lengths of black silk foiling ai-ound her ; 
her gleaming eyes, her cheeks, where burned the rosea 
ho had praisod. Her voice was low, but awfu'ly dis- 
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tiiiet. Hei' words dropped into tlie silence like atones 
into a well. 

" 1 -will tell yon just how much sentiment I have for 
you, Elliott Le Roy. I hate you. You took me, a 
wai-m-hearted, honest girl, ready to lovo you. But 
you did not want ray love. Yon have chilled me, till 
now my heart is ice, too. I only want one thing in 
this world, and that is to get away fjom you," 

" Take care, Elizabeth." 

She looked straight into his eyea, and saw a red 
gleam kindle them. His face was livid. Hia lipa were 
set. But she only laughed a bitter laugh. 

"Ko, I will not take care. I have taken care long 
enough ; and lived in mortal feai- of your cold, sneering 
words, and your pitiless eyes. I don't want to stay 
with you. Why should I stay? " 

Le Koy smiled, — a smile which was not good to 

"I will tell you why, but' take a seat fii-st, if you 
please. We are not upon the stage, and we can talk 
more at our case in a less dramatic position," 

She obeyed the inclination of his hand, and sat down. 
He went on, quietly, — "I will tell you why you should 
stay ; because it is my pleasure. I do not choose to 
have my domestic mattera in the mouth of every man 
about town. It is my will that you remain here, and I 
think you will not be mad enough to go away. If you 
left me without other justification than you could bring, 
do you tliink there is any capacity in which sci-upulous 
people would receive you into (lieir houses? Thei-e 
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would be no one thing which you could do to Buppoit 
yourself. You could take your choice between starv- 
ing and going back to Lenox. Perhaps your uncle 
would welcome you cheerfully, if he found you had 
forsaken your own home. Of that you can judge; you 
know him, probably, better than I do. I should 
scai'cely lancy, however, that to go back among your 
old friends, under such altered circumstances, would 
quite suit you. About that you can consider, however. 
In tbe mean time, if you please, we will go to dinner. 
It bas been waiting ten minutes already, and you had 
best underetand fully that our aifairs shall not be talked 
about in our kitchen." 

He offered ber his arm, and she took it, girding 
fiercely at herself. Why had she not courage to refuse 
to keep up this sham? Why was she still meekly 
obeying the man she bated? 

Le Roy talked in his lightest and most sparkling vein 
while dinner was served. Jones — oh, the sagacity of 
our domestic critics — remarked downstabs, between 
the courses, that be guessed something had gone wrong 
with tlie master to-day, he was so extra smiling and 
sraooth, 

Elizabeth consti'ained herself to make answers when 
they were necessary ; bat she went on, meanwhile, with 
ber own thoughts. Clearly, her husband would never 
help her to break from ber bonds, and what could she 
do of herself? She had said once, that when she was 
old or tired of life she should want to go to Lenox and 
die there. But she was not ready to go there now, and 
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fa«e those familiar eyes. She felt hereelf strong and 
full of life, in spite of her despair ; and she thought 
death might he too long in coming. 

After ail, was she not utterly helpless? She would 
have shown heraelf wiser to have gone on in silence, in 
the old, passive way. Now, of course, Le Roy would 
never forget or forgive what she had told him. Still, 
what matter? What could he do to make her life any 
more hopeless or ban'en than it had heen so long ? That 
night, when she had said her prayers, — the old, simple, 
familial- prayei-s of her childhood, — she added to them 
another, — "O God, thou who didst send the angel 
to Peter, open for me a door, — I pray thoo, for thy 
mercy's sake, open for me also a door!" 

She forgot, entirely, to say, " Thy wiU, not mine, be 
done." She was like some passionate child crying for 
the moon. If the moon should fall at his entreaty, the 
child's destruction would be sure and swift; hut still 
the Father holds the heavens in their places, and rules 
the lives of men, 



CHAPTER VI. 

AN OPENING DOOE. 

Three weeks went by without a single allusion hav- 
ing heen made to the passionate words Elizabeth had 
spoken. Whether her husband believed them, iinder- 
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stood them in their full significance, orregarded them as 
a momentaiy outbreak, born of "just the least little 
touch of spleen," she could not guess. He had ever since 
treated her with his ciistomaiy smooth politeness. It 
had been seldom always that he gave her any thing 
positive to complain of, but she had thought sometimes 
tliat Torquemada himself never iovented tortures keener 
or subtler than hei-a. 

Le Roy had once questioned within himself whether 
the instinct of serfdom belonged to Elizabeth. If this 
instinct provides that the serf shall love his chains, 
assuredly she had none of it ; for though she wore hers 
in silence, every day they galled her more and more, and 
her spirit grew more and more bitter and impatient. 

"Was there i-eally a God in Heaven?" she asked 
herself sometimes, " who ca^ed for His creatures ? Had 
He not rather framed some pitiless laws under which 
He had set His oniverae in motion, and then, sitting 
serene and fer-off in His Heaven, undisturbed by any 
gi'oans or sighs, left them to crush every offender against 
them to powder ? " If she had only had a little faith ; 
but for her, in those days, neither the sun shone by 
day, or the stai's by night. Her heavens were as dark 
as her earth. 

One forenoon Le Roy came in, and found her sitting 
idle and listless, as usual. 

" I am off to-day," he said, " with a party of gentle- 
men for Havana." 

"And I?" she asked, lifting her eyes to his face. 

" You will oi' course remain in your own house. You 
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will find that every necessary arrangement has beea 
made for your comfort. You need not be troubled 
■with any cares conceraiug money. Mrs. Murray la 
competent for all indoor details. Jones will supply any 
outside wants. You will find your credit excellent at 
all the places where you are accustomed to trade ; and 
you need have no anxiety about any thing." 

Elizabeth undei'stood him fully. Sbe saw that she 
was not to be trusted with money, lest she might use it 
to baffle her keeper's will. She spoke the thought 
which came uppermost. 

"Yon might as well send me to a private mad-house 
at once." 

He smiled, his cool, cynical smile. 

" Oh, no, I do not thmk that will be nocessaiy. Such 
things have been done, when women have shown them- 
selves incapable of undei-standing their own interests. 
In such a case a husband, of course, would not hesi- 
tate; but you, I thinlt, will be wiser. You have spec- 
ulated a good deal about social questions. You used, 
I remember, to have qaite fine-spun theories of life." 

Poor theories, she thought, — where had they brought 
her? 

She sat silent, and watched her husband as he moved 
round the room, selecting a few things he wished to 
take, and restoring othei-s to their places. She began 
to feel a sort of curiosity about their pai-ting, thinking 
of herself in a vague, questioning way, as if she were 
a third person. Would that man kiss this waiting, 
watchful woman when he bade her good-by, she won- 



3c by Google 



64 SOME WOMEN'S HEARTS. 

derecl. It was not that she wanted the kiss, or even 
shrank from it. She felt a wholly impersonal cui'iosity, 
such as I suppose every one of us may have felt about 
ourselves, in moments when emotion has gvown torpid 
and observation is wide-awake. It was not his habit 
to make affectionate farewells; but then he had never 
gone on a sea voyage before ; and she believed there 
was some tradition about connubial kisses before long 
pai'tings. But, no ; when he was quite ready he only 
said, with that iriitating, condescending politeness, 
which always nearly maddened her, — " Good-by, Mi's. 
La Roy. You must manage to amuse yourself. I hope 
you will not be dull dui-ing my absence." 

And then he was gone. 

Elizabeth sat still where ho left her. Her face was 
like marble, but her soul was in arms. He conld wan- 
der where he liked, — he need not even go through the 
idle ceremony of consulting her. His own pleasure was 
hia only law. For her there was no freedom of choice, 
no change of place such as she would welcome, even 
though it were only change of pain. She, this ilch 
man's wife, had not a paltry hundred dollars at her 
command. Here she was, shut in by these brick walls, 
held fast by Fate ; and outside, still outside, was the 
world, as much beyond her reach, with its great and 
strange delights of chance and change, its bewildering 
excitements for heart and brain, as it had been when 
she lived among the lonely, lovely Lenox hiUs. 

Just here I want to protest against being supposed 
to endorse the coui'se of my poor Elizabeth. I tell you 
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the story of a living, breathing, sutfcnng woman ; hut 
because I show her to you as she was, you have no 
right to conclude that I show her to you as I think she 
ought to have been. Unquestionably she would have 
been nobler had she etiiven to conquer her fate, instead 
of sitting and longing vainly for means to flee fi-om it. 
Many, many faults she bad. She was rash, nndieoi- 
p] in ed, wanting iii faith as in patience; and yet, just 
such as she was, I loved her very deeply, and would 
rather pity than blame. 

For a week after her husband went away, she sat 
alone, and brooded in a kind of passionate despair over 
the circumstances which environed her, at feud alike 
■with Fate and with Providence. Then there came to 
her a letter with the Lenox post-mark. This waa a 
rai'S event, for during her married liffe she had seldom 
beard fi-om Lenox. She had not cared sotnuch for any 
of the Fordyces, that it had coat her any special pain 
to let them drift out of her life. If she had been very 
happy, she might possibly, after the manner of women, 
have liked to summon them as witnesses of her felicity. 
As it was, she had acquiesced willingly enough in her 
husband's opinion, that "it would just be a bore to 
have them there; country relations always wanted 
showing round, and it was the most tedious thing in 
life ; " and therefore none of her cousins had ever vis- 
ited her. She had always sent them gifts at Chi-istmaa 
time ; and upon the announcement of Kate's maiTiage 
to a well-to-do young Berkshireman, a handsome silver 
set had gone to her, in the names of 3Tr. and Mrs. Le 
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Koy. But this letter from Lenox was not in tlie clii- 
rography of either of the " three Graces." 

Elizabeth broke the seal, and first of all there flut- 
tei-ed into her lap a piece of newspaper. She took it 
up, and read the annoancement of her uncle's death ; 
and after it a long obituai-y, setting forth his excellen- 
cies as husband, father, man of business, member of 
society at lai'ge. 

" Poor old uncle," Elizabeth said, with a sad smile, 
"he has depaited this life with all the honors." 

Then she took up her letter again. It was in two 
sheets. The first, which enclosed the other, was fi-om 
a lawyer, whose name she recognized, but who was not 
her uncle's customaiy legal adviser. She remembered 
him as a man whose integiity stood in very high repute 
in Lenox. 

His letter informed her that three weeks ago the late 
Mr. Fordyce had called npon him, and entrusted to hia 
care eight thousand dollars, with the understanding that 
as soon as convenient, after his decease, it should be for- 
wai-ded to herself in the form of a draft on some good 
New York bank. At that time Miv Fordyce had shown 
no signs of illness, but, notwithstanding his apparently 
good health, had seemed to he impressed with a con- 
viction that he had not long to live ; and, for some 
domestic reasons, into the natuie of which he did not 
enter, had wished to have this money conveyed to Mrs. 
Le Roy in such a manner that it need not come to the 
knowledge of even his own family. Doubtless the en- 
closed letter from her uncle, of the contents of which he 
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himself was entirely ignorant, would make the whole 
matter clear to hev. In a day or two after this inter- 
view, Mr. Fordyce had been seized with the sadden 
illnesa which terminated his life; and as soon as practi- 
cable afterwards, aiTangements had been made for cai- 
rying ont hia InBtractions with regard to the money. 
Mrs. Le Roy would find the draft enclosed. The late 
Mr. Fordyce had provided for all the details ; and Mr. 
Mills had only to request of Mrs. Le Roy an acknowl- 
edgment of the safe receipt of bis letter and its en- 
closures. 

With curious emotion Elizabeth took up the draft 
and looked at it, — a draft in due foi-m for eight thou- 
sand dollars, payable to her order. Was there, after all, 
a God in Heaven, whose eai-s were not deaf to the ci-y 
of a weak woman's woe, — who heard prayers and an- 
swered them? Her nncle must have gone to Lawyer 
Mills about this matter just after those wild entreaties 
of hers, that the God of Peter would open to her also 
a door. And now her door was opening; for she never 
doubted for one single instant what use she should 
make of this money. 

She broke open the dead man's letter next in order, 
and this was what it said : — 

"Mt Niece Elizabeth, — I believe myself to be 
about to die. I cannot tell why this belief has taken 
hold of mo, but I am sure that I am not long for this 
world. And, before I go out of it, I have an act of 
restitution to perform. When your father, my dead 
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and gone btollier Jame"*, diel, it >ou hul leeeived 
yonr d\ie jou would hiie hid six th usind dollii-<i 
But the business was embainsied at the time, ml I 
thought that to put so much mjnej out of my hinds 
just then would ruin me I took the responsibility, 
therefore, of deciding not to do it I minaged, by 
mein'i that weie not stiiUly legitimite, to keep the 
whole m my own po'^seeaion I did not me m ill by 
>on, eithei Y lui memory will beii me witness that I 
dealt by you in every way as by my own children ; nor 
do I thick tho interest of your six thousand dollars, in 
whatever way invested, could possibly have taken care 
of you so well as I did. Still, to have it to use in my 
business at that oritical time, was worth much more 
than the cost of your maintenance to me. So, as I look 
at mattei-s, you owe me no thanks for your upbringing, 
aud I owe you no farther corapeneation ibr the use of 
your money during those yeai-s which you passed in 
my house. For the five years since then, I owe you 
intci-est ; and I have added to your six thousand dollars 
two thousand more, to reimburBe yon for your loss dur- 
ing that time. 

"If my hfe should be prolonged for many weeks, I 
shall make arrangements for quietly putting you in pos- 
session of this sum; but I do not think it will be pro- 
longed. I am acting upon a profound conviction that 
my days in this world are almost numbered. I had 
rather that this matter should not come to your knowl- 
edge till after I am gone. As I have not defrauded 
you of a single dollar, but on the other hand have, as I 
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conscientiously believe, done more for you with your 
money than you coulcl have obtained for it in any other 
way, I think I have a right to request you to keep tlie 
whole thing a secret. The most careful investigation of 
my aifaii-s will not reveal the fact of any subti'action from 
my property. This fund is one which, ever since your 
naai'riage, I have been saving, gradually and secretly, 
for this very purpose. There is no need to toss my 
name to the geese of Berkehii'e ; or even to make 
known to my wife and children that I had done some- 
thing which, it may bo, their notions of right would lead 
them to condemn. I acted according to my own lights ; 
and I repeat, Elizabeth, I have not wi'onged you by so 
much as a dollaj'. If your husband must know this 
matter, at least let it go no farther. When you read 
these lines, I shall be standing, it may be, at yonr fath- 
ei-'s side ; and for the reason that I was hia brother, if 
for no other, I believe that you will deal gently with 
my memory. Your Uncle 

" Isaac." 

Elizabeth's seldom falling tears wet the last words of 
this letter. 

" Poor old Uncle Isaac," she said aloud ; " you builded 
better than you knew. Tou have opened my door, and 
it is little to ask that not a soul on earth shall ever 
know youv secret." 
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CHAPTER VII. 



Elizabeth had no conflict of ideas at this time, 
For her this eight tliousand dollars had but one use, — 
flight fi'om her fate ; one meaning, — freedom. She 
felt aa if Heaven itself had dropped this unexpected 
boimty into her lap. This was what she had been 
praying for. At last, in this great world of chances 
and changes, something had happened even to her, 
Now she could break her chains, elude her keeper. 

The eleventh day of December, she stood on the 
deck of a steamer, outward bound for Havre. All her 
arrangements had been completed with a tact and 
secrecy and worldly wisdom which surprised herself. 
Not even Mi-s. Murray's vigilance or Jones's curiosity 
had suspected her. Her outfit, the deep mourning of 
a widow, had been made at a University Place dress- 
maker's, whom she bad never patronized before. She 
took oiF her diamond ring, and laid it in her jewel- 
casket. She locked drawers and wardrobes, and put 
the keys in an envelope, which she sealed and directed 
to her husband, leaving it in his desk. She left with 
it no word of farewell. She was utterly indifferent as 
to what he thought. She believed that he had no 
heart to be wounded. She credited him with no un- 
selfish anxiety for her safety. As for his pride, he 
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muat nurse and solaco that as he could. She felt free 
of him when once that great, glittering diamond eye 
was off her finger. She would take nothing of his, 
nothing except the plain goltl wedding-ring, which 
was to convborate her widow's weeds. Even the 
simple walking-dres9 which she wore to University 
Place, when she went to put on her mourning, was 
purchased with her own money. She left the house on 
foot, as if to take an ordinary walk ; and that night 
dinner waited for her in vain at Madison Square, and 
she ate hers between blue water and blue sky. 

Her name wa'i i-egistered in the list of passengers as 
Mrs. E. Nugent. As Nugent was both the name of her 
mother and her own middle name, she felt that she had 
a certain right to this designation, and was not exactly 
sailing under false coloi-s. 

The passive occupied thirteen days, and during that 
time she had ample leisure to aiTange her plans for 
the ftiture. The interest of her small fortune would 
be but a meagi-e suppoi-t, she knew, even in Paris, 
where she had heard that the expenses of living were 
much less than in New York. Still, if a pittance, it 
■was at least something fixed and cei-tain, and she could 
live on it, if compelled by necessity. In the eager joy 
with which in those days she contemplated her free- 
dom, she thought no life apart from her husband, 
whatever its privations, could be so comfoi^tless or 
so barren that she would not infinitely prefer it to the 
fate she had left behind her. Still she believed herself 
to have resources. She had some knowledge of French, 



3c by Google 



72 gOME WOMEN'S HEARTS. 

— tlie impei'fect knowledge a studious giii can. acquire 
from such teachers as a country place affords. Her 
accent was bad, she knew; her grammar at fault; her 
ignorance conspicuous in every sentence she tried to 
fl'ame. But these things would mend daiiy. Meantime, 
her French could not be much woree than the English 
of most of the language-masters whom she had been in 
the habit of seeing ; and she thought her inaccuracies 
and inelegancies need not prevent her from seeking 
and probably finding employment as an English teacher 
in Paris. She bad begun to acquire confidence in her 
own executive ability, which had stood ber in such 
good stead in the last few days. 

She withdrew hei-self during the voyage, almost 
entirely, from the rest of the pa^iengers, as her deep 
mourning gave hei- an excellent excuse for doing ; but 
more than one had noticed with an interest kinder 
than mere curiosity the young, delieate-lookiiig woman, 
with her sad, sweet face, who knew no one, and whom 

" We shall see Havre to-moiTOw," tlie captain said, 
going up to her, as she sat on deck looking over the 
ruling into the lapsing waters, alone as usual. 

Captain Ellis was a man in his fifties, — such a man 
as the sea makes of material good in the first place, — 
cool-brained, quick-witted, clear-headed, large of heart, 
strong of muscle; above all, with no shams about 
him ; entirely ti'ue, and entirely in earnest. 

From the commencement of the voyage, Elizabeth's 
face hfid interested Iiiin, and iier loneliness appealed to 
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She might have been a diiughter of 
his own, as far as yeara went ; and this man, who waa 
only tbe father of eons, felt for her a curious tenderness, 
though they had scarcely exchanged a dozen sentences. 
He could not bear to let her slip away from him like 
the waves in the wako of his -vessel, find leave no 
mark. At least he must know whether she was going 
to a safe harbor. 

I have spoken before of tbe singular charm of Eliza- 
beth's voice. Captain Ellis felt it in the few words 
wbicb answered him. Nothing in her manner, how- 
ever, invited him to prolong the conversation; still, 
secure of his own good intentions, he determined to 
seem curious and officious in ber eyes, rather than 
miss any possible chance of serving her. He stood 
beside her silently for a few moments, then he asked, 
apropos of nothing, as it appeared, — " Did you ever 
fancy that gray haii-s might be an advantage, Mi's. 
Nugent?" 

She gave, at the sound of the name by which she 
had been so seldom called, a slight start which did not 
escape his notice ; but her voice was very quiet, as she 
s^d, — "I suppose eveiy one longs for them, or for 
what they signify, who is tired of life. Any sign that 
one is nearing the end must be welcome." 

" But I am not tired of life, Mrs. Nugent, or in any 
present hrniy to get to any better place than Havre. 
I have found life a good thing. My days have been 
good days, and I am in no haste to end them, I like 
the salt, free wind, the wide sea, the watching sky ; 
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and I will hold on to life while I may, always ready, 
please God, to die bravely when I must. Still I find 
an advantage in gray hairs, notwithstanding. But for 
them, and the fact that I am quite old enough to 
he your father, I should not ventnro to ask you, as 
I am going to, whether I can he of any assistance to 
you after you leave the ship. I suppose you will go on 
to Paris ; and if you have no friends to meet you at 
Havre, perhaps there will be some way in which I can 
serve you." 

Elizabeth looked up to him, a sudden rush of tears 
swimming in her dark eyes, her old, eager impulsive- 
ness glowing on her changeful fa^se. 

" No one will meet me anywhere, I am all alone in 
the world, — running away from my destiny; but it 
seems to me God m.uat have brought me so fai', and 
perhaps He will help me on." 

For a few momenta Captain Ellis did not speak. 
Then he said very gravely and very tenderly, — " Te'U 
me as much or as little as you like. But let me help 
you if I can. I have a wife at home, who is as good a 
woman as ever God made; and I had one daughter, 
who died before she had spoken a word except my 
name. If she had lived, she might have been about 
your age, now. I think I would not have let her take 
her life in her hand, as you have done ; but I would 
have blessed any man who showed her kindness. For 
her sake, and her mother's sake, I would like to be 
kind to you." 

" My father and my mother are in Heaven," Elizabeth 
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eaid, in a low voice, " and I had no one who cared for me 
very much. I cannot tell you my stoiy ; but I have 
done nothing which would have been unworthy of 
yonr daughter had she grown up to womanhood. 
If you will believe me, and help me, without knowing 
any more, I will indeed be thankful, for I am Jriendlese. 
No soul in France has ever heard of me ; but I think 
I shall do very well there, if I can manage the first 
steps. I have money enough to keep myself from 
absolute want, and my plan is to add to my income by 
teaching English." 

Captain Ellis considered for a few momenta before he 
eaid, — "I was trying to think whether I could get 
away from the ship tor twenty-four hours, and I do not 
see how it oan be done. But I will put you in the cara 
for Palis, and give you a letter to the American consul 
there. He happens to be an old friend of mine ; but, 
even if he were not, you, as his countrywoman, would 
have a claim upon his cai-e. I shall have to trust tlie 
business of getting you properly located to him." 

Elizabeth had had the consulate in her mind before 
as the ark of refuge for an American citizen ; but the 
captain's letter would make matters much easier for 
her, and she thanked him wannly. She had scarcely 
realized how lonely she was until she was taught it by 
the contrasting comfort she felt in the friendly interest 
of this stranger. 

As she sat in the cars, in the eai-Iy morning of the 
next day but one, whirling on toward Paris, she began, 
for the first time since she started on her long journey. 
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to tremble in view of the untried life, the new, strange 
land. She had Captsun Ellis'e letter in her pocket, and 
he had given minute direotions for her guidance ; and 
yet it came over her, with a sense of awful desolation, 
that she was going into the midst of the world's Babel, 
the gi-eat, tumultuous city of which she had heai-d so 
much, all alone. In thiit seething, surging sea of 
human life, who was there to cave if her little bark 
went down? 

She pressed her fh«e close against the cai--window, 
and looked out over the strange, unknown land, up to the 
constant, always known sky, — God's Heaven, ai'chmg 
over all. She had cried out to Him befoi-e, in the bit- 
terness of her despair, half doubtful whether He would 
hear or heed her; but she had never learned to draw 
nigh to Him as to a losing Fithei It ft is strange that 
just at this hour, with the uniccustomed scenes of this 
new country befoie hei, the muimuis ot the almost tin 
known tongue buzzmg in her ears, the fices whose 
aspect was so unfamiliai ibont hei, she hist began to 
have a near and sweet SLUse of the Fiiend who might 
be closer than aU, — so that out of the ^eij unn-st ot 
time and place, hei soul diew ni^h to the lOst iihiLh is 
everlasting. It is not foi anj seei oi psychologist of us 
all to explMn the mental or spiiituol eiperiencei of 
another soul. Sui^hantlysisisbejondoui weak vision, 
but the truth i-emains, by whatever means wrought, 
that for the first time in Elizabeth's life she felt herself 
ready to say, not as an idle fovm of words, bnt out of 
the depths of her heart, — " Tliy will be done." 
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What that iivill was she did not know ; or guess how 
■widely she might have strayed fiom the path it had 
marked out for her. She was yet to learn her lesson 
of life through bitter sorrows ; bat she felt now that, 
however long or lonely the way she trod, she should 
never ^ain experience the awful solitariness of a soul 
■without God in the world. 

She grew interested at last in the scenes through 
which she was passing, — the low, yet pleasant fields, 
where old women with blue umbrellas watched their 
cows, or shepherds with their dogs guarded the floclfs ; 
the odd little stone huts, scarcely sis feet high, where 
the Norman peasants buiTowed, wJtb houses of substan- 
tial elegance interapei-sed now and then ; forests, with 
their trees set out in rows ; quaint costumes ; pictu- 
resque churches ; pretty railway stations, — every thing 
had for her the charm of novelty, the glamour which 
invests the unknown. 

As she neared Paiis, her heart began to beat suffo- 
catingly ; but she found the provident care of Captain 
Ellis had extended farther than she knew. A civil 
man, wearing the badge of a guard, came forward, and 
saved her all trouble with her luggage ; and almost be- 
fore she knew it she was in a. fiacre, driving towai'd the 
consulate, in the Rue de la Chauss^e d'Autin. 

The consul received her with a courtesy, which be- 
came fiiendliness as booh as he had i-ead Captain Ellis's 
letter. 

" I think I know the veiy thing that will suit you," 
he said, "if it is not already taken up. A friend of 
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mine, an American artist, left, three days ago, some 
qniet rooms, in a quiet old house on the Rue Jacob. 
He boai-ded with a Freoch family, a man and his wife, 
■who occupy the third floor, and who let him, at a very 
reasonable rate, a bedroom and a little sitting-room. 
If you could get it, it would be just the place to cast 
anchor in at first, — when you know Paris better, you 
can make a change if you choose ? " 

"I shall be thankful enough to cast anchor in any 
safe harbor, and stay there," Elizabeth said, gratefully. 

" Then I will send a clerk with you at once. If un- 
foi-tnnately the rooms aro engaged, and you will drive 
ba«k here, we will see what else can be done. In addi- 
tion to my interest in sei-ving one of my countrywomen, 
any friend of Captsan Ellis has a peculiar claim upon 
me." 

Fortunately the rooms (m troisiSme m the house in the 
Eue Jacob were not engaged, — most fortunately, Eliz- 
abeth SMd to herself, for she fell in love with the quaint 
old house at once ; and her delight was intensified when 
she looked out of the windows of the little third-stoiy 
back sitting-room, whioh was to be her own. In the 
rear of the house was a delicious old garden, shutting 
in a quarter of an aere of gronnd, in the very heart of 
the city. Over the high walls ivy ran luxuriantly, — a 
suzumer-house was in the centre, and flower-beda and 
shrabbery promised pleasantly for the spring. 

She left the clerk, a voluble Frenchman, to make her 
bargain for her, and the matter was settled in five min- 
utes. Her luggage was brought upstaii's, and Madame 
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Nugent was at home in her two little rooms, with their 
brilliaat cleanliness, their smoothly waxed flooi's, and 
inefficient little fli'es far within the deep jambs, sending 
frightened jets of fiame up the chimneys. Her delight 
in it all was as fresh as a child's. She liked the odd 
fiirnitnre, — the bits of rug in front of bed, and easy- 
chair, and sofa, the inevitable clock and p^r of candle- 
. sticks on the chimney-piece, the heavy chintz curtains 
about her little bed. 

It was her flrat unalloyed taste of pleasant novelty, 
poor girl, and she had left no one whom she loved be- 
hind, — no one to mourn after, no one to be sorry for 
bor. Her eyes grew bright as sho looked around her, 
and a fi-esh glow came to her cheeks. At last she was 
out in the world for which she had longed. And she 
guessed so little what lay before her, — as little as we 
all divine of owr to-mon-owa, God help ua. 



CHAPTER VIII, 



THE DOCTOR 

" And raadaine has no friends in Paris?" 

"Not one, good Madame Ponsard, unless you will let 

me call you by that name." 

The flexible, tender, pathetic voice found its way to 

Ma<!anie Ponsard's heart, and a tear in her eye answered 
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it before her words, — "I think madaine may take that 
for granted," 

"I think I may, -for yon have been very kind to me." 

Elizaljeth had just come home from giving aa English 
lesson. Slie had five pupils already, though she had 
been in Paris scarcely aimonth. Madame Pousai-<l had 
procured them for her; and though they were liouf 
geoia, they paid very well, and she considered herself 
in quite comfortable circumstances. 

She felt a sentie of freedom, of expansion, which ex- 
hilarated her like wine. She changed her habits with 
her mood. She was no longer studious. The books 
■which had been at once the solace and the occupation 
of hev past life, were left with that past behind her. 
She spent her leisure hours in wandering i-ound the old 
Faubourg St. Germain, in the midst of which was the 
Rue Jacob ; and taking in all the strange sights and 
sounds which everywhei-e met eye and eai". 

Sometimes she went to Notio Dime, md illed m 
hour away pleaeantlj lookina; at the wonderful ntone 
carvings on the extenoi of the chuich, wondcimg 
whethei the cirvet, ft'ihioning heie a samt, and haid 
by a de^il leading some doomed band to endless woe, 
here a bird and there an evil beast, had builded with 
some pious purpose of making every thing that bath 
breath, praise the Lord ; or whether he had laughed a 
wicked laugh as be cut the incongnious shapes. 

She developed, too, quite a love for harmless gossip. 
She liked to bear Madame Ponsard's voluble chatter 
about Monsieur Grey, the artist, who used to occupy 
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her rooms ; the charming widow on the first flour; the 
American doctor, whose apartment was just underneath 
them, and who used to come upstairs so often to nee 
the artist, his compatriot, — such a clever man, ma- 
dame said. Why, he had given her a tisane once for 
herself^ and her throat had never been sore since. 

It is possible that Elizabeth wanted to hear some of 
these often-told stories over ag^n on this particular after- 
noon, late in January, when she took her work and went 
into madame's little sitting-room. But somehow the 
talk drifted first to her own afiiiirs. There was a space 
of silence after Madame Ponsai'd bad asked whether 
Elizabeth had any fiiends in Pai-is, — a space of silence 
which the Fi-ench woman broke rather hesitatingly. 

"And, — I beg pai'don, bat madame'e face is so 
young, and hei- moaraing so fresh, — I suppose Mon- 
sieur Wugent cannot have been long dead?" 

"I lost my husband the week before I started for 
Paris," Elizabeth replied, in a tone which made her vol- 
uble companion feel that no more questions were to be 
asked. She bent over her sewing again, while Elizar 
beth looked idly down the sti-eet ; for madame's sitting- 
room was OB the front. At last she said, with a little 
color in her cheeks, — "I met a new face this afternoon 
as I came up the staii-s." 

" What sort of face ? " madame inquired, with eager 
interest. 

"A veiy good fa«e, I should think. A man with 
kind-looking gray eyes, brown hair, and strong, resolute 
features, — not handsome, and not young." 
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Ma^lame laughed, and patted softly together her 
pudgj' little hands. " Grood 1 good ! That is the doc- 
tor downstaii-s. I know him from what you say. But 
he is not old, — not forty yet. Madame Nugent is so 
young, that what seems youth to me is like old age to 
her. Oh, but Dr. Ei'skine is not ill-looking, either." 

"No," Elizabeth answered, musingly. "I said he 
was not handsome ; but I think he is better than that. 
It is a face one can trust. How happens it I have 
never seen him before?" 

" Some of the time he was away. For the rest, his 
houra for going out and coming in have been different 
from yours. But I am glad you tike his looks. He is 
yonr countryman, and if you shonld be ill, that would 
be one gi-and comfort." 

" For what is he here ? " 

"To study in the hospitals. Monsieur Grey said ho 
was a great doctor in his own country ; but he wanted 
to see some practice here; you know our surgeons are 
the most skilful hi the world. It was last fall ho came, 
and he said he might stay a, year." 

Elizabeth was ready to laugh at herself for the absurd 
interest and curiosity she experienced about this stran- 
ger, whom she had just met on the stairs ; but then, in 
apology for her weakness, she thought how few human 
interests she had. And, after all, the face was that of 
a countryman. She began to think that there might be 
more in that tie than she had quite realized. 

After this day she met Dr. Erskine frequently. Of 
course it is not to be supposed that ho changed his 



3c by Google 



THE DOGTOR DOWNSTAIRS. 8<J 

hours of going and oomiug. A grave doctor of almost 
forty oonld not be suspected of watching fi'om his win- 
dow for the passing along the street of a slight, swift 
shape in black, and then of snatching hat and gloves, 
just for the sake of meeting on the stairs a white, 
young face, fi-amed in by a widow's cap, and making to 
this, Kis neighbor, a silent bow. But somehow these 
interviews happened so often that this doctor, with 
whom she had never exchanged a word, but yet who 
was her countryman, grow to seem more closely her 
fi-iend than any one else she had met in Paris. Some 
sure instinct told her that he was a man to be trusted 
all in all. How happy his wife must be, if he had one, 
— or his mother and sisters, — for she could not quite 
fajicy him a man to have left a wife behind him. 

Before February was over, an intuition told her that 
the American doctor, with his good, reliable face, might 
be destined to be more of a blessing to her than she 
had as yet fanded. 

She had been married so long, with never a child to 
lay its bright head on her bosom, that she had ceased 
to think of this among the possibilities. And now, 
gradually, but surely, the knowledge came to her that 
before midsummer her baby, here, would be numbered 
among the world's little children. At first she trem- 
bled with emotion, — half bliss, half a fear too exquisite 
for pain. Then another thought emote her like a blow. 
She had said in her passionate pride, that she would 
bring away nothing belonging to Elliott Le Roy. And 
now this child who was tg come WQnW be as much his 
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as hera. Had she, then, sinned in Cfuning away? Had 
she taken from him something which might have 
changed hii hfe, wrouglit out his salvation, — some- 
thing, at any rate, which it was his right to have ? 
Must she go bade? Was it her duty? 

Then, with the ready sophistry which comes so 
easily to us all in the cause of our dearest wishes, she 
persuaded herself that he would have given the child 
no welcome, — that, if he tnew all, he would very 
likely be thankful to her for taking it out of his way, 
— that, at any rate, it was hers, as it never could 
be his, and she was ready to pay the piice for its 
possession. Now, indeed, she would have something to 
love, — something to be her very own, and fill heart 
and arms both full. Surely God knew just bow much 
loneliness and solitude of soul she could beai', and had 
tempered His winds to her ases. 

No more wandeiings now round the old Faubom^, 
or in the galleries looking at carven atone or painted 
virgins. She had told her seci-et to Madamo Ponsard ; 
and the two women had bought, with real feminine 
delight, a store of lace and cambric and fine linen. 
Elizabeth kept on with her English lessons ; for she 
waB more ambitious than ever to make money, and 
add to her provision for the future. But all the time 
she was at home she was sewing away at the dainty 
little garments mothers have fashioned between tears 
and smiles since ever the world began. 

She thought slie was at last happy; but it would 
have seemed to a looker on the saddest thing iu life to 
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see her bending over her task in tliose deep mouvniog 
robea of here ; so young, so solitary, and yet so full of 
womanly hope and courage. 

One April day, Madame Ponsard paid a secret vi^t 
to Dr. Erakine, and told him privately all which she 
heraelf knew of her boarder's history. 

"Of course," she said, "you will be the one to attend 
her when her tiial comes ; and I thought it might he 
better if yon should see her now and then beforehand, 
and get to seem not quite a stranger to her. J will 
open the way by being sick to-night or to-mon'ow, — 
and, indeed, I am troubled by a feai'ful indigestion." 

Madame drew out a long eigli, and Dr. Erskine 
smiled as he looked at her black, bead-like eyes, and 
her fat, rosy, unromautically healthy lace. 

" I win come the moment you send for me," he said. 
" So, Madame Nugent started for Paris the week after 
she lost her husband ? " 

" Yes. She told me that much, one day. It was in 
answer to some question of mine ; and there was 
something in her manner that made me think it would 
be just as well not to ask her any thing more, — though, 
indeed, as monsieur knows, I am the least carious of 
women." 

Dr. Erskine looked amUingly after the good-natured 
little gossip as she trotted away. Then he turned 
back into his room and shut the door. 

" At last I " he said to himself; and then he laughed, 
as a third person might, at grave, tliirty-eight-y ears-old 
Dr. John Erskine being as eager as a boy about a new 
acquaintance. 
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"Nowuticler. The tnitb is, I have so few things hei-e 
to think of," he said, apolo^zing to himself as Elizabeth 
had done before. Then he sat down at hia window 
and looked out. It waa about time for his neighbor to 
return fi-om giving her English lessons. 

That evening the Jxmne from the floor above knocked 
at his door, Madame Ponsard was very ill, — had sent 
for him, — would be come quickly ? 

He put a little case of bottles in hie pocket, and, 
asBuming an expression of grave interest, hurried up- 
stairs. Madame Ponsard was lyii^ on a hoi-se-hair 
sofa, and Madame Nugent was bending over her anx- 
iously, with fan and sal volatile. A humorous twinklo 
in Madame Ponsard's eye, as she began the woful tale 
of her sufferings, nearly upset Dr. Erskine'a compos- 
ure; but he maintained his gi-avity with a straggle, 
and at once mixed and administered a portion of medi- 
cine, — not very hard to take, as madame's satisfied 
expression sufficiently indicated, — and then sat down 
to await its effects. 

They were almost immediate. In fifteen minutes 
niadame sat up, declaring that she felt as well as ever, 
and that Dr. Erskine was a man the most remarkable 
she had ever seen. Then she introduced him. in duo 
fonn to Madame Nugent ; and he Ungered a half hour 
longer to express his delight at meeting a country- 
woman, and to pave'the way for future visits. 

After that he spent an hour, as often aa once a week, 
in Madame Ponsard's sitting-room, and Elizabeth waa 
usually pj'escut. She tasted a pleasure in these inter- 
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■views, which she did not flttemjit to analyze. For the 
first time in her life she was brought into close 
relations with a man whnse intellect satisfied her, at 
the same time that she oould entirely respect his moral 
qualities. He had two distingnishing traits, as was 
Lefbi'e very long made clear to her, — a will sovereign 
over himself as over others, and a tenderness which 
took into its shelter eveiy living thing which was more 
helpless or more desolate than he, and which, she 
thought, must hold and cherish whatever was his very 
own with a devotion exceeding the love of woman. 

Perhaps you are reading these lines without half 
comprehending how noble and how dangerous a man 
Br, John Erskine was. Count over the men whom you 
know, and tell me how many you find who have 
inflexible wills, without being gi'asping, selfish, firm 
for themselves rather than for othei's, — or how many 
who are delicately sensitive and tender, and yet have 
strength to stand op grandly, and are not blowu about 
by every wind. When you have counted this bead- 
roll of saints, you will know better whether I have 
given John Erskine rare praise when I have said that 
his will was as fii-m as his heart was tender. I called 
him not only noble, but dangerous ; for he was such a 
man, it seems to me, as a woman like Elisabeth, who 
had been wounded so ornelly by the absence of the 
very qualities which he so largely possessed could 
hardly know intimately with safety to her own peace 
of mind. Just now, however, it appeared that she 
wore proof of mail, her whole heai't v/as so full of 
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yearning tenderness for the little being, her veiy own, 
whom the summer was to lay in her arms. It is pos- 
sible that, after all, the chief danger may have been for 
Dr. Erskine. 



CHAPTER IX. 

WHILE TIIB MDSIO PLAYED. 

Ir was the very last of June, when, for hours and 
days, death stood wiutjng in Elizabeth's little room; 
and Dr. Erskine fought with hira, and at length won 
the victory. But for his wondei-fiil skill, and still more 
wonderful care, as Elizabeth knew afterwards, neither 
she nor her child would ever have lived through those 
dark hours. For days both their lives seemed to bang 
on a very frail thread ; but the poor young mother was 
delirious all the time, slipping from one wild dream into 
another; and when at length she woke to conscious- 
ness, the danger was past, and her week-old baby lay 
on the bed beside her. 

She looked at the exquisite child as if that, too, were 
a dream. Then she put out her hand and touched the 
pink, soft flesh, and drew it back again, satisfied. The 
little morsel had rin^ of dusky, sDken hiur like her 
own, andfsunt, shadowy eyelashes resting on its cheeks. 
How eagej'ly she watched it, only mothers know. She 
and it were all alone. She scarcely dai-ed to breathe, 
lest she should break the slumber which wrapped it like 
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a spell. She lay there in a kintl of ecstasy till it awoke, 
— not with a cry, but with a soft rustle, a stretching 
out of the little arms here and there, a low murmur, 
then wide opening eyes. Elizabeth looted into those 
eyes eagerly. They were the darkest of gray. 

"Thant God," she said, under her breath. "The child 
is stamped mine, not his. It will not be like him in a 
single feature." 

It uttered, just then, a little, twitteiing cry, in which 
she fancied she heard the music of the spheres. The 
faint sound brought in Madame Ponsard. Her eyes 
filled with tears when she saw Elizabeth's face of quiet 
content, and realized that the crisis was past, and the 
reign of hope had begun. But she only said with true 
French tact, going up to the bedside, — " So madame 
concluded to wake up and look at her little daughter? 
I hope madame is satisfied with the prettiest baby in 
Pai-is?" 

"My little daughter, — my little daughter," Elisa- 
beth said the words over to herself. A girl with her 
eyes, her nature. God save her fi-om her fate I She 
would need to have a great many prayers said for her, 
this little one. 

Two weeks more went by before Elizabeth could sit 
up, — and two weeks after that before she could go out 
into the beautiful summer, and gather the flowers of 
which the wide, rambling, old-fashioned gai-den, far 
down underaeath her windows, was full. During all 
this time Dr. Erskine came daily, and brought in the 
sunshine with him,- — ■ sunshine blossoming in roses and 
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jasmine, or globed in luscioua fruits. And Elizabeth 
■was happy, for the first time in lier life, with an nntold, 
indescribable happiness. She thought it was aU because 
of the baby fingers with theiu waxen teaches, the ten- 
der lips which drained her sorrow dry. 

The baby, — whom she had named Majian Nugent, 
after her mother, but whom every one called ^^niig- 
nonne^'' or "chSHe," or "little angel," — was indeed 
queen of the old honse in the Rue Jacob. Madame 
Ponsai-d adored the little one. Childless through all 
her life herself, the instinct of motherhood, so powerful 
with women, came now to the surface, and ovei-flowed 
in devotion to this child, born under her roo^ and half 
her own, therefore, as she reasoned. Monsieur Ponsard 
drant less absinthe, and gave up a good many games 
of baccarat, to look wonderingly at this new importa- 
tion from Heaven, this last and most touching of mira- 
cles. The gay widow on the first floor, even, came up 
to lay her ofierings on the universal shrine. And as for 
the doctor, it became a customary thing not only for 
him to spend half his leisure time indooi-s, wherever the 
white-robed wonder might bo found, but to take it 
down with him, and out into the garden, in his great, 
strong, tender arms. 

Elizabeth's eyes and heart kindled over the new sight 
of a man so masterful and yet so gentle. When she 
got well enough, she used to follow down to the old 
garden, and sit there, and look after him and her baby, 
as they went to and fi'o among the flowers. Sometimes 
the little one would go to sleep, and then Dr. Ei'skine 
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would bring her and lay her in her mothei-'s aiTQs, and 
stay and watch them both, and talk of "life, death, and 
the vaat forever;" or Elizabeth would tell him stories 
of her old life in Lenox, — never, by any chance, of her 
sad raarned j e'lis, — making pictmes toi him of each old 
scene, till hills and tiees and irchiug skj giew fimili n 
to his thought 18 to hei own Then when the ■(ftei 
noon began to glow chill, he wouli hiiiy th(m both 
m ag-un, — these two, whom he liked itiU to <^tll his 
pitients 

So peacefully ind blessedlj August and bcptemhfi 
went bj Mizihtth nevei stopped to think whit gi\e 
to this wine of bio she was quifting its bo keon zest 
Sometimes, when she lovel liei biby most, and nis 
happiest in all its untold sweetness, an it-cuhingj iiijkot 
conscience would bring the child's father to her mind, — 
not as lover or husband of her own, no6 even as the 
cool, cynical Mephistopheles of her life, but purely in 
his aspect of the child's father, who had been defrauded 
by her act of all these delights which made her own 
heart so rich. But she tried to think that she had acted 
for the best, and that Heaven itself, in giving her the 
means of deliverance, had endorsed her course. Nor did 
these conscience pricks come often to sting their pain 
tbrough her pleasure. For the most part she was en- 
tirely, overflowingly happy, as she had never been 
before, without thought or care for yesterday or to- 

"With October, the winds blowing down from the 
North Sea grew chiller ; and it was ouly now and then 
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that there -was a day bright enough to take little Marian 
into the gai'den. But still Dr. Ersltine continued his 
daily visits. Elizabeth declared that she was jealous, 
because the baby stretched out her hands to go to him, 
before she had ever accorded her a similar token of 
preference. It was a very good-natui-ed jealousy which 
she felt, however; and somehow it gave a wonderful 
brightness to her face. 

One day the doctor insisted that she should go with 
him for a ramble in the gardens of the TuiJeries. Iiil^ 
tie Marian would do excellently with Madame Ponsard, 
he said; and Madame Kugent herself was cei-tainly 
. suffering for a breath of fresh air. 

" He has a right to command you," Madame Ponaard 
remarked while the question was pending. "But for 
him neither you nor the child would be alive to-day." 

So Elizabeth tied on her bonnet and went, — the first 
walk she had ever taken with Dr. Erskine. 

They were veiy silent, as they wandered round the 
grand old gardens which Le NStre laid out .in the sev- 
enteenth centmy, — Le K&tre, whose dust long ago, let 
us hope, blossomed in roses. They went on till they 
came to Couston's Venus, and sat down on the old stone 
bench near at hand, to look at that vision of sculptured 
grace. Then, at last, Dr. Erskine said, — "The time 
is neai'ly come at which I purj^osed to return to 
America," 

Elizabeth felt a curions sensation of chill, though the 
October sun was shining. Just then the band began to 
play some slow, aad music. The time came aflerwai'ds 
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■when, standing face to face with leatli la she thought, 
she seemed to see again U ose stitelj gnidens, to look 
at Coustou's statue, and to heii the slow, sad muaio 
play, and Dr. Erskine's voice telhng hci it was almost 
time for them to pai-t. It wts the hist time she had 
realized that he and she and Ma lime Ponsard, and the 
haby they all loved, were not to go on eternally, just 
as they had been going on toi the nwift, short two 
months which lay behind hei She Irew a sharp 
breath, but she did not speak. 

And the band played, and the October sun shone, and 
the prophetic wind blew from the north through all the 
trees, and after a while Dr. Ei-skine spoke again. 

" I have no right, I know, to ask the question, but if 
you feel towards me enough Hke a iiiend to give me 
your confidence, will yon tell me just this one thing, — 
was your mamage a happy one ? " 

"No." 

She could not have spoken another word. She won- 
dered how that one had got itself said through the 
chill that was stiffening her lips and turning her heart 
to stone. 

After a little space. Dr. Eraldne's voice came to her, 
low, clear, and yet, as it seemed, fl'om far away, — "If 
you had said yes, I shonld not have told you what I am 
going to tell you now. I love you very deai-ly. I am 
thii'ty-eight yeai-s old, and I never loved a woman be- 
fore. I should not have dared to say this to you if I 
had thought there was nothing but a grave between 
you and a man whom you had loved. But, if you have 
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never been made happy, let me make yoii happy. I 
can. I will. Do you believe me ? " 

Did she believe him ? Oh, God, did she not believe 
him? Had her punishment overtaken herf — for now 
she felt that in fleeing from Fate she had failed to 
evade Responsibility, or escape Retribution. She made 
a strong efibrt, and forced her lips to articulate the 
words which almost refused to come. 

"I must not hear another word. I have no right." 

"No right?" 

"No, for my husband is not dead. I am still the 
wife of Marian's father." 

She was frightened at the look his face took on, — 
such a look as she had never seen a man's face wear 
before. She made haste to tell him her story, — briefly 
as she could, but not sparing herself, or withholding 
any thing of the truth. And meantime the children 
wandered round with their bonnes, fashionable ladies 
passed with their cavaliers, — the autumn sun shone, 
the autumn wind blew, and the slow, sad music played. 

When all was told, she looked timidly up into his 
face. Heavens I how sweet here was 1 the dark eyes 
full of passionate appeal, the scai'Iet lips trembling. 
He was almost mad enough to kiss those lips then and 
there, — to tell her there was no law on earth so 
potent as that law of the soul which gave them to 
each other. Into the turbulence of his mood her low, 
pleading voice stole, — " Dr. Erskine, do you blame me 
so very much ? I was young, and I thougjit I cared 
for him at first. Afterwards I know I ought to have 
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been move patient; and I did Tery wi-oog to come 
away. But my punishmeot has overtaJten me." 

" Tours 1 " How his eyes kindled over her, " is it 
a punishment to you ? Do you care ? " 

" Do you thinlt I could give you pain, — you wlio 
saved my life, and baby's, — and not care ? " 

" But for yonreel^ I mean. Elizabeth, have yon any 
heart?" 

The swift color flnahing the poor, pale face answered 
bim better than her low words, — " For myself I have 
no riffltt to care. I deserve aoy suffering that may 
come; bnt you are blameless." 

"Tell me one tiling, — just one. If you were free, 
what then ? Do you think I could have made you 
happy?" 

"Tou ai'e cruel. I will not think. God help me, 
I dare not." 

The last words wei'e so low, his strained eai's could 
scarcely catch them. Just then Satan was tempting 
him sorely. He had not needed to be taken into any 
high mountain to see what for him would have out- 
weighed all the kingdoms of this world, and the glory 
of tbem. He had never yet compromised with his con- 
science ; bnt he was trying to do it now. 

"Why should she not be held fl'ee, in thia new 
world, from the old ties ? " the Tempter was whisper- 
ing. " You saved her life. Have you then no claim on 
it? Could you not make yourself a law to her soul? 
Does she not love you enough to obey you? You love 
her, — you would make iier happy. That other man 
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never loved her. God never joined those two together, 
— why should they not be put asunler' Ave they 
not moie ntteily isundei aliealy thtn even Death 
conld evei ntiLe two who loved i"" 

He listened to these eubtle Mhiipeis go nmg gradu- 
ally to beUe\e m them, till the niu^ie i.ei'icd to play, its 
hour being ovei , till bonnes and children begin to go 
away, and then he got up and gave Midime Nugent 

As the^ walked, he aaid to hii — Dd ^ >u mean 
ever to go back to the old ties "* 

"Nc\u !' she answered, npcnhei firat imjnlse. 

"Then, — old things having passed away, — why 
should not all things become new? Elizabeth, you 
think I saved your life. Give it for ever into my keep- 
ing. You know how I will care for you and the child. 
I think I have a light to you. Oh, my darling, my 
darling, come and lay your destiny in my hands." 

She turned on him eyes dark with unutterable 
woe. In her voice there was the faintest quiver of 
reproach. 

"It is not your best self which is speaking, I>r. 
Erskine," she said, mournfully. " I think you care ibr 
me too much to tempt me, if you realized what you 
were saying. I will never do any thing to make myself 
unworthy to be Marian's mother ; and, however we may 
reason about the matter, the simple truth remains. 
I am that man's wife, and no sophistiy can make it 
right for mo to hear words of love from any other." 

She liad uttered these sentences with an effort which 
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made her faint ; but theve was in them no faltering of 
puipose. After they were spoken, the two walked 
home in silence. 

The nest morning, a note was given to Elizabeth, 
which contained only these words : — 

" Ton were right, and I was wrong. I would not 
tempt you to be other than you are, — the purest as the 
fairest woman, in my eyea, whom God ever made. 
I am running away, because I have not just now the 
strength to stay hei'e. You will not see me again for two 
weeks. When I come back, I will be able to meet you 
as I ought, and to prove myself worthy to be your 
friend. John Ebskint;." 



Elizabeth was weak or womanly ( 
this note to her lips, in a sudden passion of love 
and pain. Then she caught up her baby, and kissed 
its soit, unconscious cheeks, talkii^ her heart out to it, 
as mothers do, — as she could not have done to any 
one else on earth. 

" Well, baby, dear, we must learn to do without him. 
He will go away across the great, wide sea; and we 
must be all the world to each other, you and I, — what 
an empty world, when he is gone out of it." 

Bat either the suddea passion of her kisses fiight- 
ened the child, or the sadness of her voice saddened it, 
— it burst into one of its infrequent fits of sobbing ; 
and Elizabeth, taught unselfishness by motherhood, as 
women are, had to put awde her own pain, and comfort 
her little one. 
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CHAPTER X. 



Did the tender lips ■which Ileaven had sect Elizabeth 
to " dmii her sorrow dry," draw from her the passion- 
ate despair, the torturing unrest, of her mood at this 
time ? I have aometimes thought so. 

While she was happy, the little one had grown and 
flourished, — been a radiant iBcarnation of joy and de- 
light. Now, in these days when it seemed to the mother 
aa if all God's billows were passing over her, the child 
began to droop. She was never like herself again after 
Dr. Erskine went away. At first Madame Poneard 
S!ud, laughingly, that the little angel missed the doctor. 
But after a few days neither she nor any one else 
laughed when they spoke of the baby. 

From morning till night Elizabeth held the little 
creature in her arms, watching the dark, questioning 
eyes, fondhng the thin, transparent fingers, kissing the 
flnsbed yet wasting cheeks. 

" Oh, if Dr. Ei-skine woald but come back 1 " was all 
the time the burden of her lon^ng. He had saved that 
little life once, — surely it must be, she thought, that 
he could save it again. For hereelf no matter. She 
knew now how easy it would have been to love him, — • 
how dangerously ncai' she had come to being willing 
to give up earth and Heaven for his sake, — ajid she 
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thought that the blight which had faJlen upon her 
child was the swift and sudden retiibution for this sin 
of her soul. Oh, rmtst this little innocent life pay the 
penalty for her ? If only the child could be saved, 
she would go away with it somewhere, and never see 
Dr. Erskine again, — never even think of him, if she 
conld help it. 

Sometimes, in the midst of all this, her eonseienee 
asked her whether the sin for which she was suffering 
might not lie further back still. Had she not com- 
mitted it when she fied away sewetly from the home 
where God's Providence had set her feet, — the man to 
whom she had promised to cleave tUl death parted 
them ? Well, she would do her best to atone now. 
If only her baby could be epai'ed, she would go back 
and humble hereelf at her husband's feet. He should 
have his ohild, if he would, — he should pass sentence 
on her, and she would abide by it, — only let the baby 
live. 

It was the old Romish notion of buying Heaven 
by sacrifice ; and yet how naturally it comes to all of 
us in moments of anguish. Let but this cup pass from 
us, and we will drink any other, — only let it pass. 

He was divine who, even in that first moment when 
agony beyond human conception forced from His lips 
this ci-y, added to it, — "Not my mil, but thine be 
done." When this grsoe comes to mortals, it is the 
rainbow after the storm is spent. 

Little Marian hud been sick a week, when, one 
morning, Madame Ponsard looked at her more gravc5y 
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than usual. " We must call a doetor," she said. " It 
wOI not do,to let this go on. Little C/i^rie is wasting 

Elizabeth lifted her heavy, swollen eyes. " Is there 
no way to send for Br. Erskine? I do not think any 
one else would help her." 

Madame went down to the concierge herself, in her 
eagei-ness, and came back presently with slower 
steps. 

"He left no word where he was going. He said he 
should be gone two weeks, and his letters must be kept 
for him. I think we ought not to wait." 

"Send, then, for whomever you please. I believe 
that no one else will do her any good ; still we can tiy. 
But you must make the strange doctor understand 
plainly, in the first place, that he must give up the 
case to Dr. Erskine, whenever he comes." 

And then, as madams went out of the room, she 
bai-st into a low, beai-t-broken wail, — " He won't come, 
he won't come. God means my little one to die. And 
I have deserved it all." 

Half an hour afterwards, a chatty Fi-eneh doctor sat 
watching Elizabeth's baby. He was heartily sony for 
the poor young mother, and was kind to her, after his 
own lights. Btit he thought words would cheer her; 
whereas they went nigh to diive her mad. At last 
some cord snapped, and her weak nerves or her weak 
patience gave way, 

"I cannot bear talking," she said, with a petulance 
w^il;h held in it something touching, " Please only tell 
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me wliat you think of her, — whether she will live, — 
and leave ua alone." 

Good Dr. Boufibn was not disturbed. He hojied lie 
could make allowance for ladies' nerves, he told Ma- 
dame Ponaard afterwart^. He answered Elizabeth with 
a calmness which she found intensely exasperating. 

" It ie impossible to say, dear raadame, — quite im- 
possible. She can never have been strong." 

" Oh, she has been the healthiest little creature," 
Madame Ponsard interposed. 

Dr. Bouffon bowed. 

"Exactly, but health is not always strength. As I 
Baid, she could never have been strong. 1 have written 
the prescription which I think the ease needs. For the 
result we must wait." 

Then he bowed himself ont, Madame Ponsard fol- 
lowed him, and Elizabeth eat holding her child alone, 

Any other observer might not have considered its 
illness quite unaccountable. A first tooth was swelling 
its gums. A second summer had set in for a few days, 
buming October with the pitiless suns of July. There 
was a languor in the air which oppressed stronger con- 
stitutions. But Elizabeth associated the occult malady 
which was gapping the foundations of her darling's life 
with none of these things. To her it seemed a db-ect 
judgment from Heaven, — the execution of the sen- 
tence eternal justice had pronounced upon her. She 
lost sight of the beatific vision, which had once blessed 
her sonl ; of a Father, loving even while He chastened ; 
and with something of a heathen's spirit, she set about 
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offering her propitiatory aacrifioe to offended Jove. She 
put oMt of her arms her baby, aaieep now, and wrote to 
EDiott Le Roy these words : — 

"Tour child was born the 28th of Jane. I did not 
know of this which waB to oome when I left the shelter 
of your I'oof, or I should not have gone. The little one 
is veiy ill ; and, feeling that she may not liTe, I think 
it right to give you the opportunity of seeing her, if you 
■wish to, before she dies. Come, if you choose, to No. 
50, Eue Jacob, and you will find her. 

"Elizabeth Lb Boy." 

Then, when Madame Ponsard came back, she told 
her stoiy, and the content* of the letter which she 
wished posted. Madame was surprised and a little 
startled, but received the disclosure with the composure 
and ta^t of a French woman, and began calling her 
boarder Madame Le Roy as fluently as she had hitherto 
called her Madame Nugent. 

Now, Elizabeth thought, she had given up her own 
will, — made the greatest saciifice in hei power. Now, 
perhaps, destiny would lelent But the daya passed 
on, and brought with them no he'»ling The intense 
beat went by. It was cleai, beautiful Octobei weather, 
but still the child drooped, and daily the tiny hands 
grew more wasen, and the blue lems slnwed more 
clearly through the ti-mspaient tern] leu 

On the afternoon of the tomteenth dij, Di. Erskine 
■walked into the room ■wheie Elizabeth oit, as usual, 
holding her child. She lifted hei laaguii eyi.B, but she 
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did not speak. Not even a thrOl of hope stirred her 
pulses. She felt in her bouI that his coming was too 
late. He stood beside her, silent as hersel:^ looking 
down at the child. Then he knelt, and counted its 



"Madame told me she was ill," he said, "hut I did 
not expect to see her like this. I shall never forgive 
myself that I was not here to help you nurse her." 

" It might have done no good," Elizabeth answered, 
so drearily that it went to his heart, " I think God 
meant her to die. It is my punishment. I have been 
altogether wrong. But now I have done ray best to 
atone. A week ago I sent for him, — Marian's father. 
He will be hei-e in less than three weeks if he cares to 
see her. Do you think we can keep her alive so long ? " 

She did not look at Dr. Erskine, or she would have 
seen a tenae white line round his lips, which would have 
told her how he was suffering. He waited a moment 
till he conld speak calmly. Then he answered her. 

"We will try. I dai'e not promise yon that she will 
get well. I think she is wasting away. She has your 
highly wi'ought temperament, and I could have told 
you that she never was strong." 

"So Dr. Bouffon said, but I did not believe him. 
She has been so lovely," 

"Yes, and it was paitly her very frailness that made 
her so fair. But now you must give her up to me, and 
take some rest. Go down into the garden, and get the 
fresh air. Has there been no one to tell you how much 
her well-being depended upon your health?" 
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She gave tlie chil<3 to Lim obedicatly. For days 
Madame Ponsai'd had pleaded in vain to be allowed to 
hold her, and Elizabeth had dung to her obstinately ; 
but it seemed another thing to trust her to Dr. Ers- 
Mne. 

Two weeks more went on, during which they watched 
together over that ebbing life. They seldom epoke to 
ea«h other through this time ; bat now and then, out 
of the anguish of Eliaiibeth's tortured heart, would be 
wrung some cry which she would have suppressed be- 
fore any witness but him, 

" If she could but have lived," she would say some- 
times, "to speat to me, to call me mother just once, I 
think I could bear it better." 

Once, in the bitterness of her despair, she cried, — 
" Oh, if she were not quite bo pure I K she had only 
lived to be soOed ever so little by human sin, 1 might 
hope to sec her again, — but now she will go to the 
highest heaven, and I can never find her in all eter- 
nity." 

To this Dr Ersldne mnde lufwer, or through him 
some holiei voice bpoke, — "I think the highest heaven 
jsfor those who hive etiu^glcd ind conqueied, sinned 
and lepented, rather than for those who hive been 
spai-ed alike all stniggle ind ill \ im But I do not 
believe whole eternities can eepaiite t niothci from her 
child." 

There came a morning at last when the baby's oyesi 
did not open. Dr. Erskine felt the heart throb faintly 
under his fingei's, but he knew it was beating its last. 
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He trembled for Eliaabeth, and dared not tell hci'. She 
anticipated him. 

"Doctor," she said, — and her voice was so passion- 
less that it might almost have belonged to a disem- 
bodied spirit, — "I know that my darhng is dying." 

He bowed his head mutely. Her very calmness 
awed him. 

"Is there any thing you can do to ease her?" 

" Nothing. I do not think she BnOere." 

" Then will you please to go away ? She is mine, — 
nobody's but mine, in her life and in her death, and I 
want her quite to myself at the laat." 

SoiTOwfully enough he left her. 

Elizabeth held her child closely, but gently. She 
thought in that hour that she had never loved any thing 
else, — never in this world should love any thing again. 
She wanted to ciy, but her eyes were dry and bm-ning, 
and not a tear fell on the little upturned face, changing 
so fast to mai-blc. She bent over, and whispered some- 
thing in the baby's ear,— a wild, passionate prayer that 
it would remember her, and know her again in the infi- 
nite spaces. A look seemed to answer her, — a radiant, 
loving look, which she tliought must be boi'ii of the near 
heaven. She pressed her lips in a last despairing agony 
of love to the little face, from which ah-eady, as she 
kissed it, the soul had ficd. Her white wonder had 
gone home. This which lay upon her hungry heart 
was stone. 

An hour aftei'ward Dr. Erakino went in, and saw the 
motionless mother holding to her breast the motionless 
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child ; and his first tliouglit was that they liad both died 
together. 

But when he went up to take the child ffom her 
ai'ms, Elizabeth clung to it with a passionate clasp. 
With infinite gentleness he entreated her to go out into 
the cool, reviving air, and leave for awhile her dead 
darling to the ministi-ationa of Madame Ponaai'd. She 
obeyed him, in a patient, passive way, as if because to 
obey was less trouble than to resist ; and he made her 
go down into the old summer-house. She sat thei'e in 
utter silence, for an hour, conscious, aa it seemed, of 
nothing which suiToniided her, least of all of the tender 
pity in his watching face. 

At last Madame Fonsard came down, and made a 
sign to him, and he got up and spoke to Elizabeth. 

"Come, now," he said, "you may go back to the 
baby." 

Her fece lightened a little, and she got up and fol- 
lowed him. 

The dead little queen of the Hue Jacob lay on her 
own tiny bed, made all fresh and sweet for her recep- 
tion. She was robed in her richest garments, heavy 
with la«e and embroidery, and in her hand was clasped a 
half-opened white rose-bud, as pure and pale as herself. 

Elizabeth looked at her, and then turned to Madame 
Ponsard and Dr. Erstine, with such entreaty in her 
face, as brought the teai-s to both their eyes. 

"Indeed," she said, "I am not ungrateful, but I shall 
have her such a little, little while. Mayn't I stay with 
her all alone ? " 
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And so tliey both went out. 

Once or twice, during the day, Madame Ponearcl 
carried her aometMng to eat or drink, and she took it 
with a sort of weary and patient submission, whicli 
was inexpressibly pitiful. Save for these brief inter- 
ruptions, she sat all day quite alone with her dead. 

At night Madame Ponaard went to her with a ques^ 
tion. It was grievous to Madame's Mad heart to see 
this silent anguish, which neither words or teara re- 
lieved, and which was so foreign to her own nature. 
She thought, if once the baby could be buiied out of 
sight, Madame Le Roy would be able to cry, and by 
and by to grow cheerful once more. So she went to 
aak whether she should make arrangements for the 
funeral to-mon-ow or the day after. 

The question roused Elizabeth. 

"Not to-raorrow," she answered, "and not tho day 
after. I have sent for her fatlier to see her. I will 
wait, and give him time. Let me keep her as long as 
I can. She was all I had." 

So throngh the night, as through the day, she kept 
her solitai'y vigil. 

The nest morning Dr. Erskine came to her. There 
were the traces on his face of a conflict with himself, 
but his woi-ds to EUzabeth were few. 

" I am going into Brittany for a few weeks. I think 
it is best." 

"I thmk it is," she answered, drearily. 

"Good-by, Elizabeth." 

" Good-liy." 
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The hand she laid for an instant in his was cold as 
death. No pnlse quickened at his claep,^d she turned 
from him, as if even so few words had wearied her, to 
look again at the still face, the little davk-lasbed eyes 
that would never open, the frozen lips that bei' kisses 
could never warm. 

Dr. Erskine turned, and looked also, for a few dlent 
momenta, at the dead little qneen he had loved so well, 
and seiTed so fdthfully. Then he stooped down, and 
pressed his lips to the tiny, stirlesa face, and was 

Elizabeth Bc!u-ccly Ivnew it when he went out of the 
room. For the time her passion of woe had absorbed 
every other emotion, save the one grim thought which 
would not he absorbed, — that Le Roy might be almost 
there, — that she was waiting for her Judge. 

And so for two days more she sat there, — her arms 
empty, her heart ficnt with its hunger, her future so 
noai- that she seemed to feel an ioy blast of its aii". 



CHAPTER XI. 



; OF FLOOD. 



TowAED noon of the third day after the baby died, 
Madame Ponsard came to Elizabeth, and asked her to 
go for a moment into her sitting-room. With a shiver 
running through eveiy limb, Elizabeth got up and 
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crossed tiie hall. She found herself face to face with 
Elliott Le Roy. She waited for him to speat. 

The soulless gallantry which had stung her so often 
was gone in this crisis, from his manner; replaced, 
indeed, by a half-bintal hardness, which yet hurt her 
less than hia meeting cottrtesy would have done. 

" I came to see my child," he said. 

It never entered Elizabeth's mind to spai'e him any 
shock, — she had always thought of him as without the 
capacity for feeling one. So she silently led the way 
to her own room, and pointed to the bed. 

He looked for an instant at the little bit of pulseless 
marble lying there, with the white rose of peace in the 
sculptured fingers. Then she saw him grow white to 
the lips, and heai-d his cry, full of an awfiil passion of 
longing, — 

" Dead ! dead ! Oh, God I my little child ! " 

She understood then, that even this heart of stone 
held the instinct of fatherhood. Ho could have loved 
his child. 

She stole away noiselessly. 

Whether he wept oi eni-sed she ne^ er knew. When 
he came out, half in houi atteiwaid, he was liis hard, 
cold, mocking self agim 

He asked a few questions regarding the time and 
mannei of the biby's death , then went away to make 
the arrangements for its burial, which he communicated 
to Elizabeth in a brief note. 

She did not see him again til! he came next day to 
go with her to P6re la Chaise. They took the casket 
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whicli held tlie little Maiian with them&elves, in the 
caniTge which heaileil the short tuiieial coit4ge They 
two, — ilone it list with each othpi ind the dead 
But doling all the liive neither ot them s[ oke liiizi- 
beth WTS cilm It seemed to hci thit % moi-til chiU 
hid hushed ill the uniest ind j ^^,Klon of hei nitim,, — - 
thit she should never ciy agim, or smile, oi one iji 
any thing which went on aiound liei 

But just it the last, when they weie lowemiE; her 
diilmg into the gia've, when she heaid the English 
mmi&tei siy, solemnly, — "Eaith to eiith, dust to 
dus.t, ashes to ashes," she telt ill this imjiassn e coldness 
break up suddenly, and heedless of every thing hut the 
little lump of clay, which she could never, never see 
E^ain, she sank down beside the grave, and sobbed till 
she could sob no longer, and they lifted her up and put 
her into the second carriage of the email procession, 
where Madame Ponsai'd received her in her kind 
arms, and supported her all the way home, comforting 
and soothing her as only one kind woman can soothe 
and comfort another. 

Le Roy went back in hia own carriage, ■ata-a^ia with 
Monsieur Ponsard, who had left his wife to make 
room for Elizabeth, — went baclf, as be had come, in 
glim ailonce. 

The next morning ho came early to the old house 
in the Hue Jacob, and went into Elizabeth's sitting- 
room. Ho spoke to her with quiet decision. 

" You will have to pack to-day ; for wo must leave at 
six this evening for Havre. A steamer sails to-morrow, 
and I have telegi'aphed to secure our places." 
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Elizabetii looked at him in blank -wonder. 

" Am I going back with you ? " she aaked. 

" It appeal's to me to be the only thing for you to do, 
Mrs. Le Roy. Remembei' our maniage has not been 
dissolved. It binds us still, though its sole fruit is dust 
and ashes." 

Elizabeth had made up her mind, beforehand, to 
submit herself to his judgment. She had found that 
for ber freedom was not safety, even though she prayed 
every night not to be led into temptation. But now 
that the crisis had come, the struggle to submit was 
harder than she had expected. Every pulse was in 
mutiny. Still she offered no resistance; except that 
once she asked him if it would not embarrass him to 
take her back among his friends. 

"Not in the least," he answered, coolly. "Not one 
of them suspects that your absence was without my 
knowledge and consent; or supposes me ignorant of 
any of your movements." 

The man's cool masteiy over circumstances aston- 
ished Elizabeth into another question. 

"What did you tell them ?" 

" That an excellent opportunity presented itseif dur- 
ing my absence for yoa to travel with some friends of 
your own, and as your health was not good, I Lad 
written to you to accept it." 

" Eat the servants V " 

" Thanks to your silence, they hnev} nothing, and I 
think they would scarcely have caved to retail th^ir 
conjectures at the expense of my displeasure," 



3c by Google 



112 SOME WOMEN'S HEARTS. 

" But you did not know that you could ever find me," 
she said at last, amaaed at his audacity. 

Le Eoy smiled the cold, glittering, cynical smile she 
remembered so well. An ovil gleam of tiiamph shot 
from his pitiless eyes. 

" I traced Madame Nugent without difficulty as soon 
as I retFurned from Cuba. I should have come for 
you, in any case, when I thought it time for you to 
return." 

She had called this man the Mephistoplieles of her 
life before ; but never with such good reason as now, 
when he stood in ii-ont of her, smiling his mocking smile, 
exulting scornfully in his easy triumph. lie had said 
once that he should hold on to her like fate, — and now 
she knew that she had never yet been entirely out of 
his power. Why should she engage in any vain strug- 
gle against his will ? 

From the very beginning of their homeward journey, 
destiny seomod to oppose itself to them, bringing to its 
aid all the perversity of inanimate things. A railroad 
accident, not serious, but most annoying, made their 
journey to Havre fifteen hours long, instead of six, so 
that when they reached their destination, towards noon 
on the fiileenth, the American steamer had been gone 
three hom'S. 

Le Koy took EHzabeth to a hotel, where a fresh- 
colored maid, wearing a high Norman cap, brought 
her cofiee, and went out himself to reconnoitre. He 
came in, half an hour afterwai'ds, with his morning 
paper in his hand. 
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" There will be no other steamer from hero till the 
first of next month," he said. 

" Are we to wait here, or go back to Paris V " Eliza- 
beth asked, feeling like a foot-ball which he and dee- 
tiny were knocking back and forth between them, and 
waiting passively for the next push, 

" Neither. My first thought was to go to Liverpool, 
and take the first Ounarder from there ; but I see by a 
telegraphic despatch in the Messenger, that a steamer 
which left Hamburg last evening will stop at South- 
ampton. We can sail for there to-night, after a day's 
rest here, and catch this Glerman steamer for New 
Tork. Does this plan nieet your approval, Mrs. Le 
Boy ? " 

"All plans are alike to me," Elizabeth answered, 
■wearily. " If we are going to take the German steamer, 
may I telegraph to Madame Fonsard ? She made me 
promise to send her word of my aiTival here if I could. 
She thought we were going in the Fulton ; and she will 
want to look out for news of us." 

" Gratify your sentimental fiiend, by all means," Le 
Roy said, with a little sneer, " Write your dispatch, 
and I will see that it is sent." 

Elizabeth wi-ote ; — - 

" We were too late for the Fulton, and are going to 
Southampton to take the German steamer fi'om Ham- 
burg. Good-by." 

She did not know why she said good-by over again 
by telegi'aph, — she certainly did not believe in pre- 
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sentiments, but some subtle foreboding of evil was assail- 
ing ber, for which she did not tiy to account. 

Tbe next day, at Southampton, they went on board 
the German steamer, which set sail at quite a late hour 
in the afternoon. A heavy mist settled down with the 
twilight, and it was considered ajJvisable to anchor the 
vessel between the Isle of Wight and the main-land. 
Early next morning they weighed anchor again, and in 
the process one of the crew lost his life. Owing to 
some mismanagement, the anchor I'an out, whirling the 
capstan round with terrific force, and hurling the men 
in alt directions. One was thrown overboard, and was 
supposed to have been instantly killed, as he never rose 
to the sni-face. This accident cast a gloom over the 
officers and crew, which any one famihar with the 
superstitions of the sea would readily undeistand. 

" He's gone down below to tell 'em we're all eomin'," 
one white-lipped sailor said to another; and the shadow 
fell upon them all. They were silent and depressed for 
days, though every thing seemed to promise a pros- 
perous voyage. 

Once at sea, and the confasion and excitement of 
embarkation over, Elizabeth settled into a strange, sad 
calm. Her presentiment of evil, though she had not 
forgotten it, ceased in any degree to absorb her 
thoughts. Every day, and all the day, she sat motion- 
less and silent on the deck, looking into the ti'oubled 
sea, or eqaally motionless and silent in her state-i-oom, 
But everywhere she looked, into yeasty waves, or empty 
air, she saw one face only, — her child's. Madame 
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Poiisard, and the rest of them at the Rue Jacob ; even 
Dr. Erekine himself came sometimes into the picture of 
whioh this face was the centre, but only as accessories 
to it. They seemed blank of human significance to her 
as the angles of a wall. 

Of only one thing besides that face was she intensely 
conscious, and that was of Le Eoy, — that he, her 
keeper, was breathing the eanae air with her, was eariy- 
ing her home. How mad she had been ever to think 
that she could escape him. She wondered if through 
ail eternity he would be beside her, and she should see 
for ever that face of pitiless power and mocking scorn. 
But it was very seldom that he came near her ; and 
-when they had been eight days at sea they had hardly 
spoken as many words to each other, beyond those 
demanded in the presence of others by the ordinary 
small courtesies of life. 

On the afternoon of the ninth day, Elizabeth had 
come out of the state-room, and was standing quite by 
herself, looking into the surging awtumn sea, but seeing 
only the one small Jace which for her filled sea and sky. 

After a while she heard a wild and awful shriek, — 
the cry of fire, — horrible anywhere, but moat onearthly 
and hideous in its horror far out at sea, when the flames 
are burning the one plank betwixt yoM and death. 

By whom the cry was stai-ted, no one knew, but 
hundreds of voices took it up, and swelled it to a yell 
of madness and despair. A dense volume of smoke 
burst from the steerage, and then the flames broke 
through the lights, and leaped and crackled along the 
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That first shriek had roused Elizabeth to something 
which was scarcely terror, — awful expectation, i-ather. 
Her forehoding was realized. Death was at last waiting 
for her. She had tasted the apple of life and found it 
bitter. What next? 

She did not join in the wailing which went up to the 
unheeding sky. She no longer seemed to see the face 
of her little child. It had vanished like a vision. She 
looted down still into the sea, but she saw something 
else. Face to fece with death, she seemed strangely 
enoagh to be living ovei again an hont of mcrat intense 
and thrilling life. An October afternoon came back to 
her BO vividly, that she seemed not to be standing on a 
burning ship, betwiit pitiless sky and pitiless sea ; but 
sitting in a fair French garden, neai- Coustou's Yenus, 
while the autumn sun shone, and the autumn wind blew, 
and the slow, sad mnsic played, and through it all she 
heard Dr. Erskine's voice saying things which she had 
no right to hear. It was all so sweet, and sad, and 
wrong, — and now death was waiting for her. 

How much had she sinned, she wondered. Was she 
past hoping for Heaven? God knew all, — temptation 
and sin and straggle, — God knew. Through ail her 
turmoil and unrest, that thought filled her soul with a 
great calm. Simply as a child she s^d her prayer. 

" Oh, God ! oh. Father ! suffer not my soul to perish ! 
Take me home by flame or flood, as Thou wilt, but take 

Meantime, a wild panic, of which she was altogether 
unconscious, had swept through the ship. From the 
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very be^niiing of tlie voyage, when the sailor's life was 
lost at the weighing of the anchor, a secret ten'or had 
ruled the hearts of ofScers and crew. Now, with the 
first alarm, all presence of mind forsook them. The man 
at the wheel left his post, and the vessel being head to 
the wind, the flames swept back over her with awfiil 
rapidity. The captain was among the fii-st to lose hia 
self-command. Mad with panic terror, he attempted, 
forsaking all, to lower himself into a boat, and missing 
his foothold, was swept away. Then the wildest con- 
fusion began to reign. Boats were lowered, and some 
of them swamped in the very act of lowering. Those 
mshed into them who could, while others jumped into 
the sea, to escape the swift, hot pursuit of the flames. 

At last Le Roy came to Elizabeth. He had boon 
calm and clear-sighted through it all, waiting his oppor- 
tunity. Now, as be thonght, he saw it. A boat only 
partly filled, lay under the davits, on one side. 

" Come," ho said, pulling her along with him, swifHy. 

He took a cloak from his own shoulders, and wi-apped 
it round her, then lowered her from the vessel, and she 
was in the boat almost before she knew it. She looked 
back for him, lie had stood aside for two more 
women. The ofiicer in charge of the boat sbouted,-r- 
" Keep off 1 Wo are full I another man would swamp 
ns ! " and at a sign fi-om him, the men caught up their 
oai-a. 

Just as, in defiance of the officei^'s warning shout, Le 
Koy was swinging himself down, the boat rocked away, 
and be touched the waves instead. 
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In an instant Elizabeth saw that wbite, asitirical face, 
which seemed to mock even at death, looking up at 
her, with an awfiil light upon it, fi'om the suiting, fire- 
lit sea. 

" Oh, save him 1 save him! for the love of God t" she 
cried, penetrated at last with the vei^ passion and mad- 
ness of terror, for that other life, not for her own. But 
no one noticed Iier cry. The rowera pulled away rap- 
idly, and Elliott Le Roy went down, — as the captain 
had gone down before, — as hundreds of souls went 
down that awful day. 

The engineei-s had been smothered at their posts 
among the first, so the steamer was going on all this 
time, at a rate of eight or ten knots an hour, as if she 
were trying to escape from the fiames of her own burn- 
ing. 

She was an awful hea«on, — a great, towering holo- 
caust. The boat which held Elizabeth, pulled with all 
the might of its rowers in her wake. It was their best 
chance for a rescue ; for she was a signal-fire of distress 
the like of which has seldom been kindled. 

Still Elizabeth was calm and silent, but with all her 
faculties fully alive, — I'eady to live or die, as God 
willed, — anxious only, whether in life or death, to be 
in His keeping. 

She should be glad, she felt, through al) eternity, that 
Le Roy's last act towai'd her had been one of unselfish 
kindness. If she had any thing to forgave, she could 
forgive it all for the sake of tliat one moment. She 
had not loved him, nor he her; but, now that ho was 
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dead, she reinembered how she haii idealized him once, 
and began to look at him again in the old light, — to 
remember his power and exalt his strength, and see 
him maeter of circumstance, yielding only to destiny. 

So the doomed steamer went on, grander spectacle 
in her death than she had ever been in her life ; and 
the boat, with its dozen sonla, pnlled after her ; till, just 
as night was settling down, the httle company, faint 
with thii'st and spent with rowing, saw a ship under 
full sail approaching the bui'ning vessel, and rowed 
toward her with a strength renewed by hope. In an 
hour they got within hailing distance, and before the 
night had quite closed round them she had taken them 
on board. 

The ship proved to be a French barque, taking a 
cargo from Newfoundland to the Isle of Bourbon. 
Dming the night sixty soak were received on board 
of her. Elizabeth looked anxiously at every one, to see 
if, by some Providence, the sea might not have given 
up its prey, but all wei-e strangers. She thought then 
that she would have laid down her own sad life with 
unutterable content, but to see again in safety one 
face which had looked its last at her from the yeasty 
sea. 

But EUiott Le Roy had gone down, with all the rest 
whom that day, by those gates of Flame and of Flood, 
Death led into the Land of the Hereafter, 
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CHAPTER XII. 



No trace remained next morning of the fated steamer. 
The sky was as coolly blue as if no fierce flames had 
ever kindled a great funeral pyre below it. The sea 
was tranquil. The day was still. The ofiioers of the 
Fi-enoh barque, seeing that they had done all they could, 
sot Bail for Fayal, intending to leave there the rescued 
passengers. But before that day was over they fell in 
with another barque, bound for Halifax, to which as 
many as could be accommodated were transferred, and 
among them Elizabeth. 

So it came about that before Chiistmas her wander- 
ings were over, and she went back again, a widow, in- 
deed, and utterly free now, into that house from which 
she had fled to secure her freedom. 

The excitement through which she had passed had 
roused her efiectually fi'om the apathy which had suc- 
ceeded to the death of her little child, and which, other- 
wise, might not improbably have found its termination 
in insanity. She was in full possession of all her 
powers, — a sad woman, the colors of whose life had 
faded, but a woman who was mistress of herself. 

She communicated to Mra. MiiiTay Le Roy's death, 
and the manner of it, leaving her to infoi-m the rest of 
the household. Then she sent for her husband's man 
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of bnsiiiess, desiring him to close up by spring, if he 
could, all the bneiness detaOs for which her presence 
wonld be desirable, as she wished to leave New York 
at the earliest possible moment. 

The time had come to hor now, she thought, when 
indeed she was done with life, and ready to go back to 
Lenox, and wait for death under those skies. She felt 
no desii-e to see any of the old faces ; but her memoiies 
of the lonely, lovely hills appealed to her irresistibly. 
She thought she had tasted all the keen delights or 
sharp pangs which this life held for her; and now she 
longed only for rest. She wrote to Lawyer Mills, re- 
questing him to secure for her a residence as near to 
her old home as possible; and learned, in reply, that 
the old home itself woald be for sale in the spring. 
The youngest of the " three Graces," her cousin Emmie, 
would be mai-ried in February, and the widowed mother 
wished to give up housekeeping, and reside alternately 
■with her daughters. So she began to look forward 
with homesick longing to the sheltered nook which the 
hills shut in, where she meant to pass the evening of her 
days, — this woman who fancied herself so old at twenty- 
five, that Hope and she had parted company for ever. 

Sometimes, during those months, her thoughts went 
back to the old house in the Hue Jacob, Madame Pon- 
sard would read of the destruction of the ill-fated steamer 
in which she had sailed, and believe her to be dead. 
That was best. She felt no inclination to write, and 
undeceive her. It was better to be dead to that old 
life, — dead as her youth was, an^ her heart within her. 
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Madamo would T)e sorry, but sbe would grow gay again 
presently ; though, to be sure, she would never foi'get 
her or the baby. Elizabeth kaew if she should go back 
to Paris, after ten years had gone, she would find im- 
mortellea on little C/ih^e's gi'ave, whieh madame would 
have hung there with pioHS care, — madame, who, child- 
less herself, had loved that baby face so well. Still 
madame would be heaity, and healthy, and merry, and 
Fi'ench. 

And Dr. Erskine, — but she always stopped there, 
and told herself that she had oo right to think of him 
at all. Of course, he would outgrow the old past, 
which had been only pain at its happiest, and love and 
woo some more fortunate woman ; and that was best, 
too. 

She was content; but, oh, the difference between 
that content which is born of resignation, and that 
other which is the paradise-flower of hope. 

And so the winter wore away, and the spring, — anil, 
at last feeling herself, with her shai-e of her husband's 
fortune, quite too rich for her modest needs, Elizabeth 
went back to Lenox, and took possession of the old 
home, the purchase of which Lawyer SClls had in the 
mean time arranged for her. 

She entered its doors, as it chanced, on the last day 
of May, the seventh anniversaiy of that day on which 
she had first met Elliott L© Roy. " Only seven years ! " 
she said to herseUi as this memory came back to her, — 
only seven years, and in them she had weighed the 
world, love, life, in her balances, and found them all 
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wanting. She had como back at the nightfall, bringing 
no sheaves with her. 

The summer came to her thei-e, in the oM home, 
— the brilliant New England summer, with its long, 
blue days, its flush of roses and flow of streams; the 
autumn, with its ripe fruite, and prophetic winds, and 
the \&z% upon all its hills ; the long, white winter, keen 
and cold as death ; and then the spring came again, and 
the summer. 

This space had been for Elizabeth a time of healing. 
Its quiet had fellen upon her soul like a benediction. 
She had lived almost in solitude. The old fiiends who 
called on her could find no fault with the gentle cour- 
tesy with which she welcomed them ; but she made her 
deep mourning an excuse for not returning their visits, 
and they did not feel free to repeat them. For the most 
part she was aJone with Nature ; and I think the dear 
old mother seldom fsuls to comfort the tired children 
who lean close upon her breast. 

Insensibly, gradually, almost imperceptibly, Eliza- 
beth grew towai-ds peace ; until, when the second sum- 
mer came, she had begun to feel that her days were 
good days, — that there was a positive, pure joy in 
being alive, — alive where one could feel the sunshine, 
and hear the birds, and gather the roses. There were 
some keener delights in life, for which her hour was 
passed ; hut, just as they were, her days were not bar- 
ren of enjoyment- 
She thought a great deal about her Uttle child ; but 
now her thoughts of it were among her sweetest conso- 
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lations. At one time she haO longed to send over the 
sea for the little casket under the soda of P^i'e la 
Chaise, and huiy it anew, where she coulil go often 
and stand above it in the lung and pleasant giass. But 
as her health of mind and body hegan to bo lestored, 
she ceased to wish for this. She thought le'ia of the bit 
of marble she had buried, with the white lose of peaee 
frozen in its sculptured fingers, and more of tlie immor- 
tal little one, — alive, and free, and still her own, — 
stUl neai- her, perhaps ; for she remembered and be- 
lieved what Dr. Erskine had said, that whole eternities 
could not separate a mother from her child. 

She thought, too, very often of Dr. Erskine, — for 
now she believed herself able to think of him unself- 
ifihly and abstractly. I told you, long ago, that this 
Elizabeth of mine did not andei-stand herself; and all 
the experiences thi'ough which she had passed had still 
left her on the very threshold of self-knowledge. She 
thought, — because she never expected to see John 
Erskine again, or hear any words fTOm hia lips, and, so 
expecting, yet found that skies were blue, and bird- 
songs sweet, and summer days pleasant, and life bad 
not lost all its savor, — that the old past in which she 
had felt so much for bim was as dead as a dead day. 
She honestly believed herself capable of seeing him 
again without an extra heart-beat, — and I rather think 
she would have liked to try the experiment. 

He, meantime, was daring to love her, because be 
believed that she was dead. He knew of the destruction 
of the ili-stavred German steamer, and the loss of almost 
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all her passengcra. The short list of the saved had 
never met his eye ; and he thought that Le E«y aod 
Elizabeth had gone up together, through flame and 
flood, to stand at God's liar of judgment, for the final 
solving of the sad problem of their lives. 

How far Elizabeth had been wrong, he did not Itnow 
or question. He only knew that, whether her faults 
were great or small, she was for him the one woman in 
the wide universe of souls ; and to that knowledge he 
trusted, as to a sure pledge, that he should find her 
s^aiu in some life, some world. So that all the living 
women on the earth, with all their smiles, their cheeks 
of tempting bloom, their lips ripe for kisses, were less 
to him than the memory of one sweet, sad face, with 
dark eyes which had never answered his pleading, and 
lips which he had never kissed. 

He had staid in Paris for a year, after he returned 
from Brittany and found that Elizabeth had left with 
her husband, and the ship in which they sailed had gone 
down. He had not the courage, at first, to go back, 
and take up the burden of American work-a-day life ; 
so he lingered on, iu the French capital, until his mood 
ebanged, and he began to long for work as a means for 
his own healing. Then he went home; and thi-oagh 
the winter and spring found himself full of business. A 
friend — the old Boston physician, with whom he had 
studied his profession — took advantage of his return 
to visit Europe himself, leaving his practice in Dr. 
Erskine's hands. So the Doctor was both busy and 
prosperous. 
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When the summor came, however, he vri 
tively at leisure. Almost all of Dr. Gordon's patients 
went away to seaside or mountains; and Dr. Erskine 
found himself able to take a few days of vacation for his 
own pleasure. He used them to make a pilgi-image. 

Ever since his return, he had been longing to go to 
Lenox. His fancy was haunted by the pleasant pictures 
EliKaboth had made of it in the summer afternoons 
when she sat in the old garden of the Rue Jacob, hor 
J child upon her knees, while he watched and 
—thinking then that she would be his, some 



Now, it seemed to him that, if sonls could come back 
to earth, hers would walk among those hills she had 
loved so well. He almost fencied he should see her, a 
radiant ghost, — a slight, swift shape, with pale, fair 
face, and luminous eyes, and hair of silken dusk, — the 
Elizabeth be had loved and lost. So he went to 
Lenox. 

He left the care at the raili-oad station in the village, 
and then walked across the fields by himself. He would 
not ask his way. He thought he could find the old 
Fordyco place, and know it from Elizabeth's descrip- 
tions. Presently the rgomy old bouse rose before him, 
— the tall trees in fi'ont making a leafy darkness, the 
grassy pathway leading up fi'om the gate to the front 
doorstone. He was sure that he had found the spot. 
Just so had Elizabeth described it. Just so, many a 
time, bad it risen before his fancy, and be had pictured 
her, a gentle, serious child, gouig about under those 
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trees ; or, a thoaglitful, pensive girl, sitting under tbom 
■with her book. 

The sun had just set. He turned to look at the 
clouds that kindled the west, and to wonder where, 
beyond them, slie was, — his love. 

Somehow the thought of her death had never m.uch 
dwelt with him. He bad never lingered morbidly over 
her possible sufferings. By flood or flame the agony had 
been short, doubtless; and he knew her well enough to 
believe the release had been welcome, Hejxad loved, 
instead, to think of her as gone home,— translated into 
the sure refuge of God's peace, — her little oae again 
in her arms, perhaps, as she sat among the heavenly 
gardens, where the very flowers of Eden made sweet 
the celestial air. Thinking of her thus to-night, as he 
had so often done before, the vidon became very real to 
bim, and he was scarcely surprised to see it taldng form 
before him, as he turned back again to look at the old 
house. 

Down towards the gate a shape was coming, like one 
he use& to know, walking dreamily, and lifting its rapt 
face towards the sunset sky. He hardly dared to 
breathe as he drew near and watched this miracle of 
resurrection. Scarcely knowing what he did, he spoke 
at last one word, — " Elizabeth." 

The uplifted eyes came back to earth. The dreamy 
footsteps paused. A heavenly smile carved the lips, 
A soft blush rose to the rounded cheeks. Do ghosts 
then blush and smile? He went forward, trembling 
with strange ecstasy, and they were face to face. 
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He touched the extended hand. The soft and slender 
fingers ■which trembled in hie own were flesh and blood 
surely. The red lips, " dear and dewy," the eyes shy 
and sweet, — tliia was no ghost, no vision. 

" I thought you were dead," he s^d. 

"And I thought I should never see you agdn till wg 
were both immortal," she answered. 

Then there was a silence, which John Erskine broke 
at last ; though hia voice was hoarse with some secret 
sti-ugglo, as he asked, — " Were you both saved, — you 
and he ? " 

"He was taken and I was left," she said, slowly. 
"God knows why. My husband saved my life. He 
lowered me into the boat, and lost his own chance. We 
had both been wrong in our lives; but he was noble in 
hia death." 

"And you have been free all this time, — alive and 
free? Why did you never let me know? Did you 
never once think that your life belonged to me now?" 

"I dared not think so. Ton know what I believed, 
I thought my darJing was taken from ray arms because 
I sinned, in those days, in caring for you too much ; and 
it seemed to me God would be best pleased by my liv- 
ing out my life alone." 

"And you meant to offer Him your own sad, solitary 
future, and mine, as a saciifice of expiation ? Oh, Eliz- 
abeth I " 

" I meant only to offer Him mine. I thought you 
would be happy with some one else." 

John Ersklae's face kindled with a grand light. 
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" Child," he said, "I should have waited for yon, — 
no matter throngh how many lives or worlds, — sure 
throngh them all that you would be mine at the 
last." 

Then, for a moment more, hu looked at her, in all 
her shadowy loveliness, and after that look some gust 
of emotion swayed him from his calm. His words were 
strong with a passion whose power startled her. 

" Did you foi'get that our Father in Heaven pities 
US, as a Father pities his children? He wants to 
see US happy, believe it. You are mine, — my wife. 
Flame and flood spared you, because you were for me. 
Do you think I will give you up now?" 

Ho took her into his arms, shy and startled, trembling 
like a girl of sixteen before her lover. Her veiy avia- 
tion calmed him, and he let her go before he had even 
kissed her lips. 

"You shall come to me of your own fiee will, or not 
at all," he said, gently. "I called you mine, — ace you 
nune, Elizabeth?" 

Thi-ough the dust which had gathered round them, 
she felt rather than saw his ardent, longing look. The 
moon, a pale crescent, was already high in the heavens, 
and one star glittered beside it. A late bird, going 
home, dropped a note full of hope and joy into the 
heai-t of the fragrant, dewy night. Half unconsciously 
she noted moon, and star, and bird-song, and the tender 
fragrance of the summer dnsk. Had every thing be- 
lieved and rejoiced in the Father's love except her 
heart, — and now had her hour come ? Was her life at 
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its floofl-tide ? Slie went through the shadows to Dr. 
Erskine, cloae into the anus that oiice more shut her 
in, — not passionately now, but gently, thankfully, 
with a clasp that claimeil, and at'cepted, and would 
never ag^n let her go. 



3c by Google 



"■\;rES'MI" 

-^ I turned with a start. I was quite alone, as I 
thought, and the fine treble of that odd little voice 
sti-ucli, strangely upon my eai'. I had been saying tliat 
I was tired of life, or some such i-epining Bpeech, which 
I never allowed myself except in sohtude, and this 
object at my knee answered me, "Yes'm!" I looked 
at her in amazement. She was a little morsel, scai-cely 
so tall as a well-grown child of seven, but with a 
gi-ave, mature, pretematurally wise face, which might 
hjive belonged to any age from fifteen to twenty-five. 
Was she goblin or mortal? 

" Wlio ai-e you ? " I asked. 

" Mj' name is Susan Mory, ma'am, but they mostly 
call me ' Braiaa.' They aay I've an old head to be on 
such young shoulders." And she laughed, a small, 
fine, queer laugh, as uncanny in sound as her voice. 
I was hardly yet convinced that she was human. 

" How old are you ? " 

" Twelve, ma'am, last birthday." 

" And what do you want, ' Brains ' ? How came you 

" I want to do your errands, ma'am. I heard you 
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needed Home one; and yotir door wasn't quite sbut, 
so I came in, Exense the fl-eedom." And hore she 
bobbed me a di'oll little courtesy, quite in keeping with 
her voice, and her laugh, and the quaint con-ectnees 
and propriety of her conversation. It was true I 
wanted an en-and-girl ; but what could this odd morsel 
of hnmanity do? 

"What wages did you expect?" I asked, more from 
cnriosity to see what estimate she pat upon her ser- 
vices than with any serious intention of employing her. 

"I heard you had been paying three dollars a week, 
and the girl boarded heracK I tliink I ooiild earn as 
much." 

" Bat she was a large giri," I said, in sni-prise. " She 
swept and dusted my room, canied home all my work, 
and shopped for linings and trimmiDgs." 

" Yes'm." She spoke with an acquiescent air, aa if 
she thought the work I had mentioned was not at all 
too much for her. She seemed so ready and cheery 
that I couldn't beai' to refuse her. 

"Can you sweep?" I asked. 

"If you'll try me, ma'am, I think my work will please 
you. If not, you know it's only to send me away 

There was no room to dispute her assertion. I began 
to like the qudnt, neat little creature, with her earnest, 
tinchildlike face. I would question ber a little more, I 
thought. 

" Have you a home ? " I asked. " Do you live with 
your pai-ents ? " 
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"With my mother. There are t]iree"of us, — mother, 
and I, and ' Body,' — I mean my sister Jane ; she grew 
BO fast, and was so careless and thoughtless, that 
fiither always used to call her 'Body,' and me 'Brains.' 
When the war broke out he went for a private soldier, 
hut he was shot the second summer. We have eight 
doUai-s a month, you know, — mother's pension, — 
but that won't quite make us comfoi'table, and mother's 
delicate ; and so I thought if I could do your errands, 

So she, too, had lost by the war, — she in one way 
and I in another. The tliought made my heart warm 
to her yet more. 

"ToH may come to-moiTow morning," I said. " Come 
at half-past six, and a&k the porter for the key of 
No. 10. Ton will find a hroom in that closet behind 
the door, and you can get the lOom swept and dusted 
before the girls oome to work." 

" Tes'm," 

Another droll little courtesy, and she was gone. 

Then I went back to my thoughts again. They were a 
little leas melancholy and self-compassionate, however, 
for the divei'sion. Yet I had lost bo much. Before the 
war began my father had been one of the wealthy 
merchants of New York. He did a large wholesale 
business, mostly with the South, and when the ciisis 
came it ruined him utterly. In the summer of 1861 
we went to a little place in the country which belonged 
to my mother, and there ho died. I think it was his 
trouble which brought on the long, slow fever fj'om 
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which he never rallied. Then, in that fall after 
his death, I had to decide upon my future. "We had 
scarcely a hundred doUai's in the world besides the 
little place which eheltei-ed ua, but which insured us 
only a roof over our heads. My mother was a delicate 
woman, acoastomed ever since her marriage to be 
petted and waited on and tended. She was utterly 
broken down by her grief at the loss of my father. I 
must think for both and work for both. 

I, too, ]iad been accustomed to luxury, and never 
trained to any thing useful. I had received a fine-lady 
sort of education. I eoald play and sing, — with taste 
rather than with science. I danced well; I drew a 
little ; I read French ; I could manage Italian enough 
for a song ; but what one thing did I know well enough 
to teach it ? Not one. And even if I had, there were 
fifty applicants for every vacant situation in the depai-t- 
ment of instruction. Clearly I must do something 
besides teaching. I could not sew fast enough to earn 
much in that way. What was I good for ? My self- 
esteem went rapidly down to aero, when suddenly a 
new idea took possession of me. I had one endowment 
which I might make av^lable as capital, — taste in 
dress. I use tbe words in their highest sense. I not 
only knew what was pretty when I saw it, — I knew 
what would be pretty before I saw it. I had original 
ideas. In the days when I had been a leader of fashion 
in my own set, my di-esses and my trimmings had 
never been servile imitations of French models. 1 had 
always invented something for myself, often for my 
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friends, Schneider had said that my tasto would bo a 
fortune to any mantua-maker. It should be a fortune, 
then, to me. 

I matured my plan and then communicated it to my 
mother. As I had foreseen, it vexed her sorely at fii-st. 
But when I set matters before her in their true light, 
and she saw it afforded our only chance of comfort and 
independence, she hegan to look on the idea more 
favorably. She made only one stipulation, — that I 
should not attempt to cairy out my undertaking in 
New Toi't. To this I was quite ready to accede. 
The supercilious patronage of aU my former friends 
would have been a burden quite too heavy to be borne, 
I Hhoidd feel more comfoitable, even if I made less 
money, to begin elsewhere. My scheme was quite an 
ambitious one. I ignored the proverbs about small 
beginnings, little acorns, and so on. I meant to storm 
success at the outset, I let the bouse which we weie 
occupying for a year, and ari'anged to leave my mother 
with the new tenants until I was ready to come ibr her. 
Then I went to Boston. 

I fouiid vacant rooms in a building on Summer 
Street, in which nearly all the upstairs apartments 
were used by millinei's and dress-makers. I had no 
references, but I engaged to pay my rent monthly in 
advance ; and having paid the first month I arranged 
my rooms, and put my sign — "Miss Macgeegob" — 
on my door, and downstairs at the lower entrance. I 
had hired a dress-maker to go on with me from New 
York, — one who had been in the habit of going out by 
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the day, and bad often sewed for me « 
dresaea. She conld fit exceedingly well, but she would 
have been utterly wanting in the comprehensive ability 
necessaiy to carry on a bndness, and she made no pre- 
tensions to taste about trimming. She was quite satis- 
fied to be hands, and let me be head, and would be 
contented with her weekly wages. In one of my 
rooms was a wardrobe bedstead which she and I wei-e 
to occupy together till I conld send for my mother. 
These arrangeraents made, I sent to the Trcmscript 
an advei-tisement setting forth the claims to patron- 
age of Miss Macgregor fromi New York. 

The evening the notice appeared I sat with it alone 
in ray own room, — where, until it was time to retire, 
Miss Granger never intruded. The die was cast, and 
now I must go forward. For the first time a sort of 
passionate regret, a wild misgiving, took possession 
of me, and I cried bitterly. It seemed to me I had 
given up every thing I valued in life. If my social 
position, my New York acquaintances, had been all, I 
could have borne it without complaining; but I had 
resigned much more. Two years before I had espe- 
rienced a new phase of emotion. Not to be romantic, 
or put too fine a point upon the matter, I had fallen 
heai'tily, and, I thought then, irrevocably, in love. I 
felt sure, too, that Horace Weir had loved me. There 
had been no engagement between us, but when he 
went away in the spring of 1860 to study for three 
years in the hospitals of Paris, — he was to be a 
physician, — I think we had both felt sure of each 
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other's hearts, and looked forward to a future together 
almost as confidently as if we bad been betrothed. 

1 folt that in giving np all my old associations and 
entering xipon this new life I was giving him np also. 
If we had been engaged, I bad faith enough in him to 
feel sure that he would have been changed by no 
change of fortune. But, as it wj^ I had not the 
shadow of a claim on him. We had never corre- 
sponded, and when he came back he would not know 
where to find mo. I should drop out of his life. 
I will confess that I suffered keenly at this prospect. 
I would have clung to bim if I could. Por bis sake I 
would have cluag, if I could, to position and old asso- 
ciations. But the simple fact was that I could not. If 
I had been willing to starve genteelly myself I was 
not willing that my mother should ; and there was no 
resource but to go to work. Just then I took up a 
Bible lying near roe, with some vague idea of finding 
in it comfort or direction, and, curiously enough, my 
eyes fell upon this passage : — 

" And the Lord siud unto Moses, Speak unto tho 
children of Israel that they go forward." 

I was just in the state of mind to receive these words 
as a special direction, — a sort of omen. I took tbem 
as meant for an indication that 1 had chosen the right 
path and must walk on in it. So I tried to be brave, 
— to cease to think of Hoi-ace Weir, — to suppress 
eveiy repining thought, every longing for the old days 
of ease and luxury, and to content myself with the 
present. I trusted that I should succeed, I felt sure 
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I etoald, if I could but once make a beginning. I 
would let the old life go, and commence this new one 
bravely. I had used on my sign my middle name, 
Macgregor only. I trusted that if any old friends ever 
chanced to read my advertisement they would not 
associate Miss Macgregor, dress-maker, with Helen 
Macgregor Bryce, their friend of the old time. Per- 
haps this was a weakness ; at any rate it hai-med no 
one, and Macgregor was a m.ore imposing name than 
Bryce would have been. To 5e imposing, to be ele- 
gant, to become the lashion, was my only Lope. I 
had sold two diamond rings of considerable value for 
money enough to start me imrly; but i^ in the two 
months to come, I could not secure a paying run of 
custom, I should have lost my last chance. 

The very next morning a magnifloent-looking dame 
walked into my room, stately after the manner of 
Boston, with a certain severe majesty appropriate to 
the hub of the univerae. She was followed by two 
pretty youag ladies. I had made a distinguished toilet 
that morning, and for stateliness it would go bard if I 
could not match her. She bowed loftily. I bowed 
loftily in response, and offered chairs. 

" Miss Macgi-egor, I suppose." 

Bow the second on my part. 

" I saw your advertisement last evening, and came to 
talk with you about some dresses. Lubec has disap- 
pointed me so many times, that if I could find some 
one equally good who would be punctual, it would be a 
satisfaction to make a change." 
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Bow the third. 

" Are you vei'y busy, Miss Maegregor ? " 

" H"ot at all so. To-day is the first day I have been 
open, and you are my fii-st caller." 

Then follo-wed a ■whispered consultation of the 
mamma with the tallest young lady. I knew they 
were debating whether it would he safe to trust a 
sti'anger whose work they had never seen, whose fii-st 
patrons they were. I waited in apparent unconcern, 
■watching the customers go in and out of the store 
opposite. 

" You arc sure," the lady began, again turning back 
to me, " that you 'would have no difficulty in fitting us 
for the first time ? " 

"I apprehend none, madam." 

" And for trimmings, — what fashion-books do you 
Hse ? " 

"None, I Lave them all, but I invent my own 
stylos for the most part." 

Upon that the youngest daughter spoke in a pleasant, 
lady-like voice, — 

" That will be nice, mamma. Wo shall not be copies 
of every one else." 

"It would be better," the elder lady remai'ked, "if 
we could try some more common dresses first, but 
there seems to be no time. Could you get two light 
silks done for a wedding reception day after to-mor- 

" Certainly, since, as I said, you have the fortune to 
come first," 
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" Then will you fit my daughters tHs morning ? " 

« At once." 

I led the way into the other room, wtere Miss 
Granger sat waiting. 

" White linen linings. Miss Grangei'," I said, with 
an air of command ; " and please pin them on imme- 
diately." 

Madam started at this with a gesture of aliirm. 

"Do you not fit them on yourself?" she asked. 
"Even Lubec always did tint" 

"By no means Thee s no a e v.ijt «! o 1 ne s 
power of adapt! ^ a 1 ess to the fi^ e I ti 1 it i 
little distance, in 1 see thit an irtist c efie t is j e 
served." 

By thia time M s? trrange wis p nn n^, o tl h n^ 
over the slight m lish fo m of the elle 1 u i ter She 
conld fit well, ml they miit ha e pe ce el it I 
gave a few h nts i 1 luectons ind the wok ^at, 
accomplished. 

" Will you leive the tin n,, e t elj t ne ? I 
asked, as the n im i -ihook the lust o Sjjetlc loel 
silk out of its t 1 1 o 1 tve > o i cho ee ? 

"Leave it to her I hei I the joungei dm^hter 
whisper, — "I know by hei own looks she has good 
taste." 

So it was settled that I should nake the 1 e^ses "la I 
chose. No soone 1 id they left than I begm my task 
I had only two bcamstrcfisefl engage! be Aei Mas 
Granger; but we ill workel A few otho c t ne s 
came in, and I j t tl e n fl 1 1 tl e e t o 1 es es 
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Hhould be finished. When done, they were to be sent 
to Mi-s. John Starts, Beacon Street ; and I felt that if 
they gave satisfaetion I should have made as good a 
beginning as I desired. I trimmed them eo differently 
that, though the silk was the same, the di-esses wei-e 
totally unlike, and yet equal in elegance. I sent them 
home the afternoon before the reception, and Miss 
Granger was kind enough to go with them and tiy 
them on, though that was not at all in her province. 
She came back and reported elegant fits and perfect 
satisfaction. 

The next morning Mrs. Storgis came for my bUl. 
It was a matter on which I bad bestowed some 
thought. I had questioned whether it would be the 
best policy to conciliate custom by the moderation of 
my charges, or to convey a sense of my own impor- 
tance by their extravagance. One of my girls had 
formerly worked for Madame Lubec, who had stood at 
the bead hitherto of Boston fashion. After a consulta- 
tion with her, I had made out my bill, charging perhaps 
two or three dollai's on a dress more than Lubec would 
have done. 

Mrs. Sturgis ran over the items. 

" You are a little higher in your rates than is cus- 
tomary hei-e," she said ; " but I suppose we must be 
willing to pay something for your taste. My daughters' 
dresses were the loveliest in the room. Can you make 
them some more next week? They want some walk- 
ing-dresses, and I a dinner-dress." 

" Not next week, I am sorry to say. I am more busy 
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than when you came firat. I think I might promise for 
tte week after next." 

I had decidedly made a hit. After that cugtomers 
came fast enough ; and a good many of them spoke of 
;ie Stai^is and her sister had worn at the 
I was able, in two months from that begin- 
ning, to bring ou my mother, and to take for her a 
third room, — a small one which happened about that 
time to fhll vacant, — so that she could be as retired as 
she wished. I completed this arrangement early in the 
winter of 1861, and for the two years between that 
time and the first appeai-anoe of little "Brains" in my 
establishment, I had been prospering beyond my hopes. 
But I was not happy. Sucoesa brought, indeed, a cer- 
t^n kind of satisfaction ; but I missed sorely the cai-e- 
fi-ee life of the old days, the liberty to follow my own 
tastes and ways, and I did miss Horace Weir. I 
had heai-d of him incidentally. He had come home 
from France, and was now practising his profession in 
New Yorlc 1 would have given much to know 
whether he had thought of me, inquired after me, tried 
to trace me out. Vain enough it must have been if he 
had. I had given no clue to my present residence to a 
wngle old friend. Every one of them, to the best of 
my belief had lost sight of me. I was wedded to a life 
very diflei-ent from any of my early dreams. I had been 
successful, it is true, beyond my expectations. J was 
saving money. I could make my mother comfortable. 
I had little to do with the laborious details of my 
business. My task was to invent graceful fashions, — 
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to suit coloi's to fair faces, — to make ohai-mitig toilets 
for ^rla living just such lives as I used to live once. 
G-od forgive me if sometimes I almost hated them, — 
if now and then a mad rebellious impulse seized roe, 
and I cursed fate in my heai-t, forgetting that fate was 
but another name for Providence. 

I had been in one of these murmnriug moods when 
little Susan Mory interi'upted my meditations with her 
fine, small voice. Alter she went awny I relapsed mto 
it only partially, and roused myself with deteiimnation 
at last, and went to my mother, to imuse her with an 
account of my droll little visitor. Aitei oU, mothei had 
much more to bear than I. She had not even the di^ 
version of bnsiness. She must sit through the long, 
slow days, remembering the past and all its good gifts 
and false promises, — atung by its contrast with the 
empty-handed present. How much more she had lost, 
too. What was the sentimental regret of a young girl 
over a love that had never even been declared, to a wife's 
sorrow and longing for the household tenderness which 
'had been hers for a quarter of a century? As I opened 
her door I reproached myself for aU my repinings. 

T was glad to perceive that she was really interested 
about "Brains." She wanted to see her on the mor- 
row, and began planning about garments we could give 
her to make over for herself and her sister. 

The next morning, curious to see whether my small 
handmaiden had ai-rived, I put on my dressing-gown a 
little before seven, and looked into the work-room. I 
opened the door so quietly that she did not hear it. 
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She had swept the room carefully, and now she stood 
in a chair dusting the window fi'ames. It was Teiy 
amusing to see her gi'ave, womanly patience and care, 
and her queer expedients to accomplish the tasks for 
which she was too alaurdly short. As she turned round 
I said, — 

" Good-morning, ' Br^ns.' " 

She dropped instantly from her chair, and made me 
her droll little courtesy. 

"Yes'm," she said, cheerfully, 'Tm come. I've been 
tiying to make it as clean here as usual." And aha 
glanced at me interrogatively with her bright, thought- 
ful eyes, that looked so lai^e and wistful in her queer, 
little, old-yoang face. 

" Yea," I said, " you have made it very nice ; I think 
you will please me." 

When her morning work was done I took her in to 
see my mother, and her verdict was decidedly in the 
little one's favor. " She'll be the best errand-girl you 
ever had," she said to me after " Brains " had gone back 
toi the work-room. 

Time went on, and proved her right. Through all 
the winter she was the most faithful of little maidens. 
Never did pieces go astray, or bundles fail to reach their 
destinations; and she developed a remarkable capacity 
for matching dresses with buttons and braid, and simi- 
lai' trifles. I grew really attached to her, and would 
not have .exchanged hei' for any other messenger of 
twice her years. 

Early in March she took a severe cold, and began to 
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cough. I tviecl to make her stay at home until she was 
Ijetter, and let some one else tako her place ; but she 
ii^isted on coming. She knew juat my ways, she said, 
and she was sure it didn't hurt her, She was going to 
get better of her cold as soon aa there were some wai-m 
days. Still I was not just comfortable about her. I 
did not like the sound of that constant cough, — the 
color on her cheeks was too bright, — she was gcowing, 
too, into such a mere little shadow. 

One morning when I entered the work-room I missed 
her. Some one else had been sweeping and putting 
away things, but it was not in the accustomed order, . 
'"Brains' didn't come. I'm afraid she's worae," Miss 
Granger said. They had all fellen into the habit of 
calling her " Bi-ains," — the name seemed so appropriate, 
— there was so much thought, and care, and womanli- 
ness in such a little body- 
Half an hour later there was a timid knock on the 
door, and in came a girl whom I had never seen before. 
I recognized her at once for the ten-years-old sister of 
my little errand-girl, — recognized her, as one often 
does, by some mysterious family likeness, which seemed 
to vanish when I looked at her more steadily. This 
one was a real, actual child, — large of her age, with 
full, rosy cheeks, and eyes round as beads. She came 
straight up to me, and delivered her message with the 
air of one who had been taught it carefully. 

" Sister Susy is sick, and can't come. She is sorry, 
and hopes it won't put you to much ii 
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It was just like "Brains," — tlie polite, careM mcs- 

" And you are ' Body ' ? " I asked. 

"Yea, ma'am," — and she looked as if slie longed to 
ask how I had learned her home name, — " Yes, ma'am ; 
I am Jane, and they call me ' Body.' " 

"Is Susy very sick?" 

"Pretty bad, I guess, ma'am. She can't sit up, and 
she coughs most all the time, and mother sent me after 
a doctor this morning." 

I asked whei-e they lived, aad she mentioned a num- 
ber on Pleasant Street. 

"Well," I said, "tell Snsy not to wony. I shall get 
along nicely, and I will come to see her as soon as I can 
make time, — to-night, if not before." 

"Yes ma'am." 

She went away then. She had a Isu^y sort of voice, 
and spoke lingeringly, — quite unlike the quick, charac- 
tei-istic utterance of Httle " Brains." How well I remem- 
bered that first day, and the brisk " Yes'm " that broke 
in upon my musings. 

It wa« late in the afternoon befoi-e I could make time 
to go to Pleasant Street. I found the Morys living in 
the third story of a comfortable-looking bouse. I went 
first into a room which seemed to serve as a kitcben 
and sitting-room. Mra. Mory, a tired-looking woman 
who had been pretty once, was stirring something in a 
saucepan over the fii'e. She turned to gj-eet me, and 
invited me to go into the next room, wlierc Susy was. 
It was a small bedroom, but every thing was neat and 
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clean. There lay poor little " BraiBa," with a bright flush 
burning on her cheeks, her eyes glittering, and her poor 
little body shaken by a paroxysm of coughing. As soon 
as she could spealt she put out her hand. 

"Thank you, Mise Macgi'egor; it was veiy kind of 
you to come. I didn't mean to give up this way, and 
disappoint you. And I suppose you will have to get 
some one else. I thoaght first that perhaps 'Body' could 
do my work for a week or two, until I got better; but 
I don't suppose she'd answer." 

"No, I fear she wouldn't; and besides, while you ai'e 
iU, your mother will need her at home. But 111 keep 
the place for you. I shall have to get some one else, to 
be sure, but I'll get them with the understanding that 
you are to come back just as soon as you ai'e able, and 
they must be ready to give up to you at any time." 

" Oh, how good, how good you are ! " the poor little 
morsel cried, with kindling eyes. "I was so afraid I 
should lose my place that it was worse than the sick- 
ness." 

Her gratitude touched me profoundly, for it seemed 
to me, even then, that she would never get any better; 
and it was so hai'd to think of that poor little patient 
life going out so early, quenched in its dawn. 

It brought on her cough to talk, so I did not stay 
with her long. On the way out I eaid to her 
mother, — 

"Do not be ti'oubled by any fear of want. I shall 
pay Susy her wages just the same as if she were well. 
I can well afford it, for I am prospering in my business, 
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and if slie wants any thing that you cannot get lier, 
you muaS let me know." 

As I went out of the bouse I caught a faint reel glow 
of the Mai'ch sunset, shooting up high enough to show 
a ghmpse of its splendor even to the dwellers in hricb 
walls. Would little " Br^ns " see many more days de- 
cline? I longed to take her away into the country, 
and give her, hefore she died, one glimpse of wide- 
sti-etching fields, of simsets, and sunvisings. But it waa 
too late. She was not well enough to be moved, and 
if she should never get any better she would see a light 
before long such as no sun ever kindled, breathe aii-s of 
healing, smell flowera that gi-ow not on any earthly soih 
Her "country" would be brighter than any of her 
dreams, — the land that lies "very fai- off." 

The nest day I went to see her again. I had not 
thought of goiDg so soon, but a spell seemed to draw 
me. It was reward enough to see her poor little face 
brighten, and her eyes grow eager with welcome when 
I went in. Bat she was no better. She never would 
be, I thought. I asked her mother what the doctor 
said, and she answered me, with a bui'st of sobbing, — 

"I don't think he has much hope of her. He says 
her lun^ are very much inflamed. He thinks it might 
have been better if she had staid at home when she firat 
got her cold, but I couldn't keep her. She was such 
an ambitious child. Oh, ma'am, if God takes her, how 
shall I bear it? Since her father left me, little as she 
is, she's been what I depended on." 

I could well understand it. The girl had one of 
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those natures on which weaker ones rest instinctively. 
She was thoroughly reliable, with a courage, a patient 
hope, a quiet Strength, utterly out of proportion to her 
tiny frame, I could not say any thing to console her 
poor mother, for I knew too well what she was losing, 
and it seems so idle to talk about heavenly consolations 
to ears deaf with misery. The soul is so seldom ready 
to accept them until after the blow has fallen, and God 
himself speaks to the stricken one through the dai'kness 
of desolation. I could only say, — 

" We need not quite give up hope yet, and we ought 
to think of her now, — of making her as comfortahle as 
we can." 

Then I went out again into the March twilight. 

Every night after that found me at Pleasant Street, 
I could not stay away. Besides all my interest in her, 
an unaccountable impi-ession took possession of me that 
she was in some wise associated with my own fate. I 
was going, so it seemed to me, straight towai-d my des- 
tiny, — a destiny in some dim, undreamed-of way con- 
nected with "Bi-ains" and her little room. 

I have said that from the first I had not much hope 
of her. My hope lessened eveiy day. She would 
never come back to the place I had engaged another to 
fill till she got well. I should never watch again her 
tidy little waya, or be amused at her quaint womanli- 
ness. I had not thought it was in me to cai-e for her 
so much, but my heart gi-ew heavy as I saw lier fading 
away. She suffered terribly with her racking cough, and 
the constant weai'ing pain in her side and chest ; |jut 
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she did not lose Lev bright cheerfulnesB. For a long 
time, too, she continued to make light of her illness 
and tell me that in a little while she should be back 
doing my eiTaiids as of old. 

The firet time she said any thing else was one Aprd 
night. I went to her a little later than usual, and 
found the doctor with her. I had never seen him 
before, this Di-. John Sargent. His name seemed some- 
how strangely familial', though I could not recall at 
the moment where I had heai-d it. He was bending 
over poor little " Brains " when I went in, but he i-aised 
hia head and met my eyes with his own, so kind, so 
pitiful, so serious, that I felt drawn toward him at 
once. The child put out her hand. 

" Youll have to keep her, Miss Macgregor," she said, 
with a sad smile. 

I did not thinfe at first who she meant, and I asked 
her. 

"The ^rl that took my place, you know. I've been 
asking I>r. Sargent, and he doesn't think I'll ever he 
able to go back any more." 

She was so calm that for vei'y shame I tried to be 
calm also, but the teara would come, and I went out 
into the next room without speaking. Soon Dr. Sar- 
gent joined me. 

" It is veiy sad," he said. " I have seldom been so 
much interested in a case. Such a bright, patient little 
thing as she is, arid so wonderfully womanly. She 
asked me herself, to-night, if there was any hojie, and 
1 had to tell her. You ace liow she bears it." 
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After he had gone I went back to little Snsy. I had 
brought her a bunch of violets, which I saw in a shop- 
window as I came along, and her very pleasure in 
them made my heart ache. How she loved all beautiful 
things. How much she was capable of enjoying, and 
how little she had had to enjoy in this world, poor 
child. And now she waa going. 

1 think she guessed my thought, for she touched my 
hand with a timid, caressing motion, and said, very 

" There will be brighter flowers there, Miss Mac- 
gregor, ' It hath not entered into the heart of mao to 
conceive,' you know. It is well for me ; only it will be 
so hard for mother and Jana But their Father will 
take care of them. You know what it says about the 
widow and the fatherless." 

How unconsciously she reproved my lack of faith. 
I beat over her, and pressed my lipa to the little cheek 
where the hectic burned. How many times I had 
doubted Gtod, and what faith she had. She seemed to 
infiise into my soul Dew strength. As I went through 
the other room to go home I found Mra. Moi-y crying 
very softly, so as not to disturb her sick child, in a 
quiet, dreaiy way, inexpressibly pitiful. Poor "Body" 
was kneeling with her face buried in her mother's lap, 
fairly shaken by the violence of her suppressed sobbing. 
I only said, as I went by, — 

" Don't grieve ker by weeping. She has been 
telling me that God will take care of yon." 

When I reached homo T sat down and tried to think 
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what I had known before about Dr. Sargent. It earned 
me back to Horace Weir. John Sargent was his 
fi'ieod, I remembered, — a chissmate, and the fldus 
Achates of his eai'Iy manhood. Did they occupy such 
a relation still, I wondered. Would I be naentioned 
between them? But no, Dr. Sargent knew of mo 
only as Miss Macgregor, the fashionable dress-maker 
for whom little " Brains " had worked. He would never 
associate me with Helen Bryce, even if Weir Lad once 
made that name familiar to him. What was there 
to arouse such tumult of hope and memory in my 
heart ? I remembered little Susy, and the world where 
she was going, and tried to grow calna. 

For a fortnight after that she Mled fast. Of course I 
wont to see her eveiy day, and it carried me strangely 
near to the eternal world whither her footsteps tended. 
You cannot think what a change it seemed to come 
hack to the thoroughly earthly atmosphere of my 
fashionable establishment, — to see the bright-hued 
sUks, and laces white and dainty as hoar-frost, — to 
hear the perpetual talk about what was stylish and 
what was becoming, and be complimented about my 
invention, my charming taste. It was lilte taming 
back to earth from the gate of Heaven. 

At length there came a day — it was toward the 
last of April — when I went earlier than usual to see 
little "Brains." She had been so weak the day before 
that I felt anxioas. I carried her the iiret May flowers 
1 had seen. The little creature had a sort of passionate 
fondness for flowei's not unusual in such an organiza- 
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tion. She loved and cherished them as if they were 
of her own kindred. 

When I went in I saw Dr. Sargent was in the room, 
and with him, his back toward the door, another gentle- 
man. The doctor heard my footsteps, and came out. 

"A friend of mine is there," he said; "Dr. Weir, 
from New York. Ho oame on to visit me, and I 
brought him to see the child. There is no hope, of 
coui-se ; but ho might think of something to relieve her 
that I did not." 

I felt my face turning crimson under his seM'ching 
glance. But neither he nor I made any comment. As 
soon as I felt sufficiently mistress of myself I went 
into the room, Calmne^ stole like balm over my 
spirit as I crossed its threshold. I felt as if I were in 
the pi-esence of waiting angels. I met Horace Weii-'a 
eyes, hut I scai'cely knew it as I went up to Susy, and 
saw the strange, seraphic light which made her little 
wan face seem as the face of an angel, I gave her the 
flowers, and she took them and my hand together into 
her clin^ng hold. 

" Dear, kind Miss Macgregor," she said, fondly ; " you 
won't have to bring me any more flowers. I am going 
where they blow all the time. What should I have 
done without you ? How thankful I am that I went to 
your shop." 

" But if you hadn't come there, perhaps you would 
Lave lived," I said, as well as I could for the sobs which 
were choking me. She thought a moment, then she 
shook her head. 
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" No, I sbould not Lave outlived God's time ; and 
you have made me so mach happier. If I can pray for 
any thing after I die, I shall ask Mm, when I get to 
His feet, to bless yon for evermore. Can you stay with 
me a little while?" 

I took off my shawl and honnet, and sat down at her 
bedside. Dr. Sargent came up to bid her good-night. 

"I must go now," he said; "but I will come very 
early in the raoi-uing. Will you stay a while. Weir, in 
case any thing should be wanted ? " 

" Certainly," answered a voice, evoiy tone of whicli I 
knew well. 

Little " Brains " looked up with such a bright smile, — 

"How kind eveiy one is," she said. "How kind 
you've always been, Dr. Sargent. Good-by." 

Moved by some sudden impulse of tenderness, Dr. 
Sargent hent over and kissed the little wistful face of 
the child he had tended so long and patiently. Nest 
time he sees her it will be after he too has gone over 
the river. He will not be sorry then that he " did 
it unto one of the least of these," Christ's little ones. 

Weir sat down in the outer room. I stayed by Susy. 
Her mother came in and out restlessly, with white feee, 
and eyes fuU of anguish and longing. "Body "had cried 
herself into a state of exhaustion, and she sat on the 
floor, her head in a chair, sleeping heavily. Shall I 
ever forget the glimpse I had that night into the heart 
of that dying child ? Holding that little hand, looking 
Into those eyes so Ml of meaning, and so soon to close 
for ever, I drew nearer than I ever had before to the 
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mysteries of deatli and of life. It was midnight, I 
think, when a sudden Ught illumined all her face, and, 
as if in answer to a call we did not hear, she said, — 

" I am ready." 

Her mother clung to her in a passion of tears and 
prayers. Her eiater, wide awake now, was sobbing at 
her aide. She kissed them both fondly. 

" God loves you," she said. 

Then she looked at me with wistful eyes. I bent 
down and kissed her, my teai's fiilling fast on her whito 
face. 

" God loves you, too," she said ; and then a moment 
after, she spoke again, as if that voice we could not 
hear were once moi-e calling, — 

^^All ready." 

Then she turned her face, with that last smile on it, 
to the wall, and went home. 

An hour afterward sbe lay, as we bad robed her, in 
white garments, with shut eyes, and a look so calm and 
sweet upon her face you would have thought her sleep- 
ing, I had to go then. I knew my mother was 
waiting for me anxiously. 

"May God comfort you," I said, going up to Mrs. 
Mory to bid her good-night. She did not turn hei' 
eyes away from the dead face on the pillows. 

amily, "she said God loved 



As I went down the stMi-s Weir followed me. When 
we were in the street he drew my band through hia 
aim, and spoke to me for the fii-st time. 
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"Helen, that dead child has given ii3 to ea«h othevl 
But for her should I ever have found you ? Sargent 
knew how vain all my inquiries for you, since I came 
back, had been. He had seen a photograph of you 
which I cai-ried — perhaps you have forgotten it — 
across the sea with me. He felt pretty sure that he 
recognized yon from it the first time he saw you ; and 
ho knew, besides, that Macgregor was your middle 
name. So last week ho wi'oto to me, and I came on to 
find yon out." 

We buried poor little "Brains," two days after that, 
in the cemetery at Forest Hills, under the shadow of a 
great rock. You will see her tombstone if you go 
there, — a little white cross, on which there is no word 
save " Susy." 

We left her there on the last day of April, under a 
sunshine blight as June. We put white flowers round 
the little white face, and into the hands that would 
never be tired any more. And on the sod piled above 
her grave we left sweet blossoms to lie there and give 
fbrth their sweetness, and then die as she had died. 

It was not loDg after that before I gave up my 
business to a successor and married Dr. Weir. We 
have enjoyed since then a happiness that sometimes 
seems to me too blessed to last. Bat we try to sanctify 
it by making oui-selves ministers of God's bounty to 
His children. What we do for Mrs. Mory and Jane is 
no chai-ity, for we consider them a bequest from Ut- 
tle "Brains," at whose bedside we found each other 
anew. 
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"Wo all are cliaiigecl. God judges for us best. 
God lieip us do our duty, and not shrink, 
AaH trust in Heaven humbly for tho rest." 

T SAT alono in tijo room whence my motlier, my sole 
-*■ remaining eaithly Mend, had been that day borne 
forth to her burial. It was a lai^e, comfortable apart- 
ment, up two flights of staii-s, in a New York boarding- 
house. The bed was shwt up in a wardrobe; a few 
engravings which we had brought thei-e with ua hung 
upon the wall ; a canaiy in the window sang all day to a 
red rose and a white rose blooming below him; in the 
centre of the room was a table flanked by two easy- 
chairs, in one of which I was listlessly swaying to and 
fro, — in the other she had been wont to sit; but alas, 
she could never sit there again, save in the fancy, by 
means of which I seemed to see her slight, wasted 
figure, her pure, patient faoe, in the accustomed seat. 

A bright Are burned in the grate, and, lit up by its 
glow, the room looked quite like a parlor. I had con- 
gratulated myself on this six months before when I 
engaged it, and rejoiced that it woald not seem to my 
mother entirely devoid of the comforts to which she 
had been accustomed in her old home. She was gone 
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now, and I sat there alone, a homeless, friendless, I had 
almost said hopeless orphan, not quite eigbteen. 

Ontside it was a wild October night. The rain fell 
heavily, and upon the long, lamenting blast seemed 
borne the wail of lonesome spirits, seeking i-est and 
finding none. I shucldered as I heard the rain-drops 
plash upon the pavement, for only the cold sod was 
between !ier and the pitiless storm. Does not every 
one who has lost dear friends feel it harder to leave 
them nnder a relentless sky, a sobbing blast, a driving 
rain, than if moon-beam and star-beam shone on the 
new-made grave like the visible promise of a Father's 
love? 

It would have been a Inxuiy to abandon myself to 
my sorrow ; to walk, in thought, through the beloved 
and memory-haunted past, and gather up every word 
that had fallen, like scattered pearls unheeded at the 
time, from the dear lips which Death had frozen into 
eternal silence. But even in that hour which shoald 
have been consecrated to love and sorrow, the Future 
confronted me. Stem and unsparing she looked into 
my eyea and bade me talk with her. " Wait a little, 
only a little," I cried out, trembling before her; but 
the storm was not more pitiless than she. 

In March, after a long illness, my father had died. 
He left us poor. He had been a litemry man, diligent, 
studious, and illy paid. Perhaps the delicacy of his 
fancies, the subtlety of his thoughts, failed to appeal to 
the comprehension of those on whom he depended for 
hia fortune. We, at least, — his wife and his daughter, 
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— belieyed liia writings above tbe times and the mai'ket; 
butwemayhavebeen too partial judges. At all events, 
the pecuniary rewards of his efforts were never abun- 
dant, and we were in no danger of being led into temp- 
tation by aupevfluity of riches. 

He had the refined ajid exacting tastes peculiai' to 
such sensitive organizations, and we lived, though en- 
tirely aloof from society and the world, much more 
expensively than the bare law of necessity demanded. 
His last hours weie siddened by the knowlelge thitbe 
WIS leavina us lonely 'md destitute, but he did not feel 
thi** so keenly 11 it itonld h'ive been bia natnie to Icel 
it, because God, who t«mpei? the wind to the shorn 
limb, meicifullj sent upon him thit soit of lethugy, 
tint prostntion of the reasoning ficulties, which ao 
often follows then too constant ind ^e^eie exeicise 
Sometimes a temble dieid ot the futuie foi us two 
helpleis women ■would nek his heart but as 1 \\\ Die, 
he possessed the most thorough ind childlike futh in 
the Almightj inl Eteinil Father which I have eiei 
seen. His vei-y last words, as he held our hands in his, 
and sought onr feces with his loving, longing eyes, 
were, — 

"The widow's God, — a Father to the fatherless, — 
the Bible says so. Trust, my darlings, trast." 

And he lapsed into death peacefully, as one might 
drowse away into sleep, with a smile upon his lips bom 
of that serene trust in God. It was there still when 
we buried him, — we shall know him hy it in the resar- 
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It is not needful that I should say how we two — 
wife and daughter — had worahipped him ; how we had 
reverenced hie genius, found rest in his strong heart, 
and loved back hia love. When we had left him in tlie 
village chnrch-yai'd and returned to our desolate home, 
we felt that for us the sun of life had set for ever. 
Stai-s might indeed aiise and make onr night holy ; but 
no matter how bright the stare shine, when the sun is 
gone neither bird nor blossom has ever forgot that it 
was night still, or been deluded into song or bloom. 

Perhaps it was well that the stern necesdties of life 
wei-e upon us. The inevitable fact that we must do 
something gave tone and stimulus to our lives. By the 
expenses of my father's illness and burial, and the 
monrning habOiments which we had purchased, our 
little hoard in the bank was more than half exhausted. 
There remained to ns now not quite three hundred dol- 
lai's, besides the small sum likely to aeci-ue from the sale 
of our simple household furniture. The lease of the 
cotb^e which we occupied would expire on the first of 
April, and in the two weeks intervening we must settle 
upon some plan for the future. 

It seemed to me that my mother could never endure 
to remain in Woodstock, To keep house where we 
Lad been living was simply impossible. Wo had nc 
means of paying the rent ; besides, we could no lo.'qer 
afford a servant, and neither of us had ever been us d 
to household labor. As for boarding there, I could ss'- 
no way of obtaining any employment for onr support; 
and even if I could, I thought it would kill my mother 
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to li^e on where he had died, —where they had passed 
ao many happy years. In this extremity my thoughts 
tui-ned to New York. We had occasionally passed a 
winter there with my father, and I knew more about it 
than ahoat any other city. It seemed pvobable that 
there wonld be something in that vast iodusti-ial hive 
which my hands could do; besides, — and this reason 
had great weight with me, — I should there be able to 
procure for my mother the heat of medical advice. I had 
ah-eady begun to see in her the same symptoms which 
heralded my father's decay; and a terrible fear liaanted 
me, which I strove in vain to banish, that she had not 
watched over him so long and so lovingly without 
inhaling from his lips the breath of the Destroyer. 

So I went to New York. I engaged there the room 
I have described, and returned to Woodstock to super- 
intend the dissolution of our household, and the sale of 
our possesions. I retained the engravings which my 
father had collected from time to time, and his small 
but well-chosen library. For things like these there 
was no sale at "Woodstock ; besides, they were endeared 
to na by too many memories to be parted with wil- 
lingly. 

In two weeks we were domesticated in our new pla^ie 
of abode. At first the entire change, the removal from 
all early associations, seemed to do my mother good. I 
made sti'enuous efforts to find an occupation that I 
conld pursue at home. I did not think of teaching, for 
I feared I had neither the patience nor the tact to be 
Buccessfal in that employment; besides, I possessed no 
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accomplishments, tecliDically bo calletl. My edncation 
had been chiefly imparted by my father, and was not 
only desultofy, but of a veiy unusual kind for a girl. 
I knew some Greek and a good deal of Latin, was 
thoroughly tamiliar with English litei'ature, and a more 
than tolerable mathematician ; but these are not what 
most pai'ents wish to have chiefiy taught to their dangh- 
tere, and they stood me in poor etead of showier 
knowledge. 

I succeeded, after a time, in procuring some em- 
broidei-y to do. I worked upon it early and late, and 
managed to earn about half enough to pay onr expenses. 
I soon, however, discontinued this attempt. As the 
wai-m weather came on, my mother began to fail rap- 
idly, and the physician whom I called to attend her 
took me aside and told me there was no hope. He said 
her constitution was thoroughly broken, — that oon- 
BUmption had already seized upon her, and in an organ- 
ization like hers its progress could not be slow. She 
could not live longer than till the falling of the leaves, 
pei'haps not so long. In the mean time all that could 
be done was to keep her as quiet and as happy as 
possible. 

When I went again into our i-oom she saw the trouble 
upon my face, — she, who from chUdhood had been able 
to read my every thought. A pei-son older and more 
discreet than I might have evaded her inquiries, — I 
could not. I had never kept even a momentary secret 
from her. I throw myself on my knees beside her and 
sobbed out all that tlie doctor had said. Her lips 
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moved. I knew she was miii-niuviQg an inaudible 
prayer. Then she "bent over mc and folded me in 
her arms. 

" Oh, darling, darling, how can I be sorry that I am 
going to Mmf And yet, if it were God's pleasure, I 
would gladly stay with you, my poor, helpless girl. Do 
not weep at our Father's will, Gertrude. It becomes 
His children to submit to it, — no, uot to submit, — to 
receive it thankfully; for we know that beyond all our 
asking or thinlcing He is good." 

From that day I gave up all employment for the one 
duty of waiting on my mother. I nursed lier; I read 
to hei' ; I talked to her; I guaj-ded her from eveiy pang 
which love could ward off, I knew we had money 
enough to last us while she would be spared to me ; 
farther than that I did not think or <juestioii. 

That summer, with all its pain and soiTOW, was a 
blessed one. I went down with her into the nigbt, but 
looking up out of its darkness I caught glimpses of the 
eternal morning, fairer than any morning of earth which 
was to break for her t/iere. From afar its gloiy shone 
even on me. I almost saw the waving of the heavenly 
trees, the gleam of the heavenly waters, — almost heard 
the eternal new song which the hundred and forty and 
foui' thousand ai-e singing for ever before the throne of 
God. 

Late in October she lelt me. Was it death, or was 
it translation ? 

Dming the three days in which her dead body lay in 
the room which her living presence bad consecrated I 
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sat beside it in a sort of trance. I shed not a tear. 
I think I scarcely experienced a pang of aiiguieh. All 
selfish soiTow was aubdned by a strange feeling of 
nearness to the infinite world, — a profound sense 
of the glory and majesty of that (Change which we call 
Death. 

Bnt this atate of exaltation pasaed entirely away 
from me, leaving me hopeless and almost helpless, 
like a child alone in a boundless deeei-t, when I had left 
her in a grave at Greenwood and come back to the 
room where I could no longer see the glory of the 
strong angel's presence, but only remember the dark- 
ness of the shadow of his wing. 

Kow I would fain have sat down and indulged in 
the luxury of grief But, as I said, the Future was 
stem and inexorable. She TOse up and would have 
spe^h with me. Long enough, she said, had I forgotten 
the oaves of this world. How much had I lefi now in 
that puise nhich hid ne\(,i boon the purse of For- 
ttmatus — hew much between me md starvation? 
This laatwoid graded me mt bstemng. I took out 
my puise and counted its contents When the ex- 
penses attending mj mothei u fmeiil had been paid I 
should have but twelve dollars in the world, and, at 
the end of the week, half that would be due to my 
landlady. What should I do? I was alow at my 
needle, and, save in fancy work, little accustomed to nse 
it. I had already tried the experiment of embroideiy, 
and I knew I could not depend on it. I might teach 
young children, but then I had no means of obtaining 
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such a situation, and my necessities were immediate. 
I took np an evening paper, and ran over the column 
of wants. I could see only one opening. at all adapted 
to my needs. A well-known fancy goods dealer adver- 
tised for a saleswoman, — the salary, at first, to he five 
dollars a week. 

Of cour-se this occupation would be most unsuited to 
my previons habits of life, and uncongenial to my 
taste, but I could not afibvd to be too particular. Any 
thing was better than the horrors of destitution. On 
the sum thus offered I could live. I had clothes 
enough to last me for some time. At my father's death 
both my mother and myself had been supplied with 
mourning garments, not only plentiful, but even rich 
and handsome, — we deemed this but a suitable respect 
to his memory. In this regard, therefore, I was pro- 
vided for. The situation as saleswoman seemed, if I 
could obtain it, to promise well. I believe I scai-cely 
thought of the improbability that I should succeed in 
my application, with no experience and no references. 
I satisfied myself with the resolve to make the attempt 
on the coming morning, and then I shut out of ray 
thoughts all future worldly troubles, and abandoned 
myself to the present reality of my loss. 

Oil, with what homesick longing my heart cried out 
for the mother whom I had so loved, God grant 
that few who read these pages may be able to realise 
the intensity of my despair. I was alone In all the 
world, Not one hnman being lived to whom my life 
was precious, or to whom my death could bring sorrow. 
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I forgot the glory of the heavenly morniHg, the angela, 
and the new song. I only remembered that over my 
last friend blew the unquiet winds and fell the lone- 
some rain of this wild October night, and neither God 
nor man said any " Peace, be still I " to the tempest 
of my giief. 

Brave and bright, after that night of storm, rose 
the October sun. It shone as gladly as if there had 
been no trouble in all the world. It will shine so on 
your grave and mine ; for Nature has for her lost 
children uo Rachel-voice of lamentation. The brave, 
joyful morning seemed a mockery to my grief. I 
dressed myself carefully in my deep mourning gar- 
ments, and strove to look as well as I could, for the 
impression I should make waa aU I had to depend upon. 
The aspect which confi-onted me, aa I tied on my bon- 
net before the mirror, was neither plain nor actually 
handsome. Dark and abundant hair was brushed 
away from a pale face, youthful in outline, but worn 
not a little with grief and watching. The eyes were 
like my father's, large and dark, brown rather than 
black, — the features were regular, and the mouth, my 
mother used to say, both proud and loving. My figure 
was tall ; slender, without being thin. I had not much 
vanity, but a year ago I had cherished dearly whatever 
chai-ms I might chance to possess for my father's sake, 
who, like all persons of a poetical organization, placed 
a high value on loveliness of person. I remembered 
tliis as I stood there, and thought, with an added sense 
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of cleaolation, that no one carod for my looks now, — 1 
had no one left for whose sake I need strive to he 
pretty. 

And yet, despite my burden of sorrow, as I walked 
rapidly thi'ongh the streets which led to Broadway, a 
hope or a wish etm-ed in my heart which was pei'hapa 
akin to desperation, — a longing to live in this world, 
only to live; no matter what troubles were in store for 
me : to live till I should be old, — to see my game of 
life played out, — to meet all that had been written for 
me in the book of Fate. It seemed to me then that 
I could aocept joy or pain with eqaal fortitude, as only 
the accidents incident to being, laying them up as 
memoiies at which, in the long Hereafter, I could look 
back and smile. I consoled myself as did ^ncas his 
old Trojans, ~ 

" — foKflti et haecolim meminisse jiivabit." 

By the time I had reached my destination, however, 
a little of my courage had deserted me. I went into 
the store and asked for Mr. Emerson. I was shown at 
once into a small counting-room, and a gentleman rose 
to meet me with an air of polite attention. With a 
rapid glance I searched his fece. His expression was 
kind, and hia countenance by no means destitute of 
refinement. In his eyes a look of habitual Mendlinesa 
and real warmth of heart disputed the territory with 
the eagacione twinkle of the shrewd man of business. 
Now that I had reached the Rubicon, I felt a strange 
liesitation about crossing it. 
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" Mr. Emerson, I believe ? " I aaid, half falteiingly. 

" The same, Miss — ? " 

" Harailton," I replied, answering his intonation of 
inquiry. " I have called, sir, in reference to jour 
advertisement for a saleswoman," 

" For whom did yoa wish the situation ? " 

« For myself." 

A thousand exclamation points and notes of interro- 
gation twinkled in his eyes. I suppose neither my 
attii-e nor my manner had prepared him for such a dis- 
closure. He looked at me a moment; then he said, 
still very politely, — 

"For yourself? Have you ever served in such a 
capacity?" 

"Kever, sir." 

" Have you any references ? " 

" No, sir, none." 

I seemed to see a dismissal hovering upon his lips 
and waiting for utterance. My last hope for food and 
shelter was slipping away from me. I grew desperate. 
Before he had time to speak I interrupted him. In 
quiet, restrained tones, in few and simple words, I told 
him. all my story. I did not dwell upon my grief; per- 
haps for that very re'i'son he understood and sympa 
thized with it the more God bless his noble heait 
Ho did not doubt for i moment the tiath of my n-UTa 
tion. When I remember him ind all hi^ kindness I 
rejoice that human natuie even when seared bj the 
cares and. disappointm nts ofthewoild ind of business, 
is not so bad as it iias been painted. Wiien I liad 
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finished my stoiy, I saw that hia eyes were misty. He 
reached forward and shook my hand. 

" Young lady," he said, " I have a daughter at home 
just about your age. Heaven save her fi-om soitow 
like youre, and Heaven send her a fiiend if eueh sor- 
row shonM come upon her. This situation is not good 
enoagli for you, — you should have one veiy different, 
— but, if you choose to take it until sometbbg better 
ofFei-s, you can come on Monday." 

I tried to express my thanks, — to tell him that 
I hoped to prove worthy of his trust and kindness; 
but he interrupted me, — 

"Good-morning now; you are weary and excited. 
If you will give me youi- address I will send my wife to 
see you to-moiTow." 

He glanced at the card whicb I handed to him, and 
as I was going out he said, — 

" Would you not wish. Miss Hamilton, to change 
your boarding-place for one nearer the store ? " 

"I should, and it would be necessary for me to seek 
one less expensive." 

" Veiy well. Mrs. Emerson shall manage that.. 
Good-morniog." 

I went home with my heart lightened of one heavy 
cai-e ; but perhaps my sense of desolation was all the 
more bitter when there was no other emotion to con- 
tend with it in my thoughts. I will not linger upon 
my own feelings. I have dwelt on them too much 
already. 

The next day Mrs. Emerson called. She was a kind, 
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friendly -womaji, — a -worthy lieI}Dmeet for liev liusbancL 
She took me with hev to see about a now boai'ding- 
place. In a by-street, not very fai- from Mr. Emei-son's 
stoi-e, a widow, poor but worthy, occupiecl pai-t of a 
respectable house, and supported hereelf by plain 
sewing. She would be glad, Mrs. Emerson said, to eke 
out her scanty income by receiving a pleasant boarder. 
We went to see this Mrs. Gray, and I was much pleased 
with her quiet, civil manners and the neatness of her 
humble home. It seemed to me, in prospect, like a 
haven of rest. Before I left I had engaged to reside 
with her for the winter. That week I effected the 
removal of all my possessions. There was space in 
Mrs. Gray's sitting-room for the bookcase containing 
my father's library, and she seemed to take real pleas- 
ure in helping me to ornament the walls with the en- 
gravings I had brought. When we sat down to our 
toast and tea the apartment already wore quite a look 
of home. 

I said I would dwell no more on my own feelings. I 
must silso pass lightly over the outward trials of that 
period of my life. And yet, for the next two weeks, 
they were by no means trifling. Besides the one great 
loss, which deadened the force of all after-blows, I had 
to give up so much. I was living far more humbly than 
I had ever lived before. Every superfuous lusuiy, of 
which habit had made almost a necessity, was aban- 
doned. Mrs. Gray, good, kind woman thongh she was, 
had no interest in my favorite pursuits, no sympathy 
with my tastes. Often had she been ab.sent I should 
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have felt less alone. Added to this were the trials 
Incident to learning a new busineea. My occupation 
was even more paiafnl and disagreeable than I had 
supposed. My life had been hitherto very quiet anil 
I'Ctired, Though not diffident, I had an instinctive 
Bhiinking from contact with strangers. However, I 
struggled with my distaste for putting myself foi-ward. 
I conscientiously strove to sell all the goods I could ; 
and I had the satisfaction of knowing that, even in a 
business point of view, Mi'. Emerson was satisfied with 
the result of his experiment. 

One day, when I had been there a few weeks, a 
gentleman came into the store, and advanced to the 
counter where I was standing. I scarcely know why 
he should have attracted an he did my particular atten- 
tion. It certainly was not because of any especial 
graces or charms of pei-son. He had a lofty presence, 
a fine, commanding foi-m; but it was not until long 
afterward that I learned to see any beauty in the stem 
lineaments of his fece. The time came when I recog- 
nized the nobility of his expression, the power and 
firmness indicated by his features, and discovered into 
what gentle tenderness those calm eyes and stera lips 
could soften. But I saw none of these things then. . 

I think what interested me was a certain desperate 
and hopeless sorrow, of which I detected the traces 
in his face. Those who themselves have sufiered are 
quicker to perceive and respond to the sufferings of 
othei-s. He made some trifling purchase, and went 
out ; but, for the first time since I had entered the 
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shop, I waa roused fi'om my selfish soiTOW into a 
genaine interest aucT curiosity about another person. I 
speculated a long time that night, sitting silently before 
Mi-s. Gray's fire with a book between my fingei-s, as to 
what trouble could so have left its mark and seal of hope- 
lessness upon his countenance ; and he a man, allowed 
by the world's creed to go where he pleased, to choose 
for himself fi-iends and amusements. I was a woman, 
— desolate, bei'eaved of eveiy friend whose love had 
made my life rich and desirable ; yet surely my face 
had never woni, in the dai'kest hours, the impress of 
such absolute despau 

It was not many diy? before I siw him again, and 
ailev tbat he came quite tiequently to the store. He 
always seemed to piefer mikmg his purchases at my 
counter; and my inteieat m bim strengthened with 
every time I saw bim He tietted me with as delicate 
a courtesy as he could have shown to an equal ia 
aociety ; and this foimed such a pleasant conti'ast to 
the haughty aiToganoe of some of my customer's, and 
the i-ude familiarity of otheia, that I began to mark the 
days on which he came with i white stone. 

At length a week i issetl without my seeing him. I 
should have blushed to acknowledge, even to myself, 
how much difference this made to me, — how often I 
thought of bim, and how many conjectures I wasted as 
to whether I would ever see him agsun. Do not infer 
from this that I was at all what story-books call " in 
love" with him. I can safely assert tbat my heart 
had not, at tbat time, approached even the verge of 
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that dangerous precipice. But it was pleasant to en- 
counter now and tlien, amidst the stagnation of my 
life, some one whose face roused me from my apathy, 
stimulating not only my curiosity but my sympathy ; 
the courtesy of ■whcee manners recalled to me the 
ngreeable associations of earlier days. 

At length I went home one evening and found a 
gentleman in Mi-s, Gray's little sitting-room. The cir- 
cumstance, so unoswal in itself, surprised me; how 
much more when I perceived that her visitor was none 
other than the absentee coneeming whom I had wasted 
so many thoughts. 

In accordance with her primitive ideas of courtesy, 
Mrs. Gray introduced as by name to each other; and 
then she added, — 

"Mr. Lincoln has come, Gertrude deal', to get me 
to do some plain sewing for him ; though how in the 
world he happened to hear that I did such work I'm 
sure I don't see." 

Mr. Lincoln took no notice of the question so gently 
insinuated. He addressed a few coui'teoua and agree- 
able remarks to me, in which he did not allude to the 
circumstance of his ever having seen me before, and 
then he took bis departure. When he had reached the' 
door, as if struck by a sudden recollection, he turned 
back, — 

" By the way, Mrs. Gray, I forgot to bring yon my 
pattern. I will leave it with you to-morrow evening." 

After ho went out my landlady hecame voluble at 
once. It was such a piece of good luck that he should 
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than she could get at the shops. He was bo pohte, too, 
and so nice-looking. 

She was turning over the linen as she talked with 
busy fingers, malting oalculatione whioh I was too much 
absorbed to notice. I had taken, involuntai'ily, bo much 
interest in this Andrew Lincoln, ■without even knowing 
his name, and now Fate bad so strangely brought us 
together again. Should I ever be better acquainted 
with him, — ever be able to solve the mystery written 
on his faee? Time would tell. 

He presently, after this, became quite a familiar vis- 
itor. At first it had not struck me as at all singular 
that he had heard of Mrs. Gray as a neat and reliable 
seamstress; but when a second dozen of shirts suc- 
ceeded the first, and these in turn were followed by 
other garments of various descriptions, whose construc- 
tion seemed to i-eqiiire his partioalar explanations and 
directions, 1 began to think, with Mrs. Gray, that " he 
must be going a missioiiarying to some heathenish 
place where nobody knew how to sew," or, — the 
thought would haunt me, so I may as well confess it 
here, — that he found pleasure in coming to my board- 
ing-place, and was determined to make a pretext for 
continuing his visits as long as possible. 

After a whUe, however, he seemed to ignore any 
necessity for excuses, and, by the time Mrs. Gray had 
finished his sewing, he had fallen into the habit of 
coming to see us quite regularly. He was lonely, ho 
said, at his hotel, and it was so pleasant to come wliere 
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he could feel at home; ouly, if he was intrusive or iu 
the way, we must give him a hint. 

In an early stage of our acquaintance he had drawn 
ffom me, in the most delicate maimer, the history of my 
past life. I hardly know how I wis beguiled owt of 
my reserve, — chiefly, perhaps, by hia appieciation of 
my favorite books, and hie warmly expieused admn i- 
tion of the engi'avings which had been my iathei'a 
pride. I was in some sort obliged to exphni how 
treasures so at variance with my present mode of life 
oame into m.y possession. 

We had not been long acquainted, when, finding tiiat 
I, as well as Mra. Gray, was always at my needle when 
at home, he proposed to occupy the evenings he spent 
with us in reading slond. I soon suspected him of a 
design in this manner to test my mental i-esourcee and 
6ludy my character. He had a marvellous way of 
drawing out my opinions on various topi(,a connected 
with art and literature, and then he would bring for- 
ward his own, — worth moi'e than mine by a^ much as 
thorough knowledge and mental distipliue are more 
valuable than mei'e taste and feeling. 

As our a^quMntance piogressed, I had gradually 
almost ceased to speculate concerning the soitow 
whose profound and passionate impress had awakened 
my flrat intei-est in hiui. Indeed, I think that the sign 
and seal of despair had been uplifted from his face. 
Looking back, I believe that the hours he spent with 
me did him good and not. evil, — that he was a happier 
and surely not a worse man fbi my infiuunce. 
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Was it strange that my life once more put on the 
colors of hope, — that flavor and tone and I'ichness 
came hack to it? I no longer repined at the disagi-ee- 
ablenesa of my daDy task. Without my own knowledge 
or volition my feet had wandered to the very border of 
Love's ideal i-ealm, and already evei7 thing had begun 
to look brighter than ita wont, through the soft haze 
of that enchanted atmosphere. The spell which was 
woven round my life was more perfect than the devices 
of the old ms^icians. I had no room for discontent, — 
no longing for the talking bird the an ng t ee or the 
golden water; or, perhaps, I bal fo 1 them nil I do 
not mean that I had admitted, ^s yet, e en to uy o v 
consciousness, that my heart had gone t fi n n e s 
Noah's dove from the window f the ■i k an 1 1 ke 
that, would return no more. For the nonce jndgi e t 
and reason slumbered. Soon, I on eve cm e the no- 
ment which roused them sgdn f o tl e r epose 

A neighbor's child was sick, and Mrs. Gray went to 
take care of it through the night. I was to remain at 
home and alone. She had regretted this as she went 

" If Mr. Lincoln would only come," she remarked ; 
"but it is not his evening." 

My heai-t echoed her wish. "If Mr. Lincoln only 
iBOuld come," I tliought, as I trimmed my lamp, and 
drew my chair up to the little round table with an in- 
tention of reading. Books were before me which had 
chaiTned many an hour in other days; but somehow I 
did not care to read. I sat for half an hour looking 
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y into the fire ; seeing there castles with shining 
tui-rets, flame-oolored autumn woods, burning bushes 
blight as the vision of Moses. Remember I was but a 
girl, — barely eighteen. 

At length I heard a familiar tap upon the door, and 
sprang to open it. Miv Lincoln had come. 

" Alone ? " he said, as he entered and glanced around 
the room. 

I explained the cause of Mrs. Gray's absence. A 
look not so much of gladness as of relief crossed his 
face. He sat down with an air of resolve and deJibei-a- 
tion. 

"It is fortunate that I came. I have been wanting 
to see you alone for a long time, and I intended to- 
night to have airanged such a meeting, but Fate or 
Providence eeems to have managed it fo n e I must 
tell you the whole fcrnth, Geitrade, — a t utl ne tl 
pleasant to tell nor to hear. Ton must kno j 1 1 b 
I am situated, and then you shall decide nhetl e I u 
see you any more." 

As he spoke the room seemed to grow veiy cold and 
dark. Struggling with the gloom, my eyes could only 
see his face, and on it eat more than the old despair. I 
felt a shuddering presentiment. The trouble which 
was coming nigh me seemed already to cbill me with 
its icy touch. I folded my hands and nerved myself to 
listen. 

I cannot repeat the story which ho told me in his 
own words. It was briefly this : — 

Ho had marticd, when quite young, a woman whom 
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he thought he tnily loved ; by whom he believed him- 
self beloved in retura. She waa beautiful ; a brunette, 
full of five and pride; waywaa'd, exacting, and capii- 
ciouR. For a time her beanty had enslaved him, her 
petulant hiimoi-s held him in thrall. After a while, 
however, her exactions bee-ame weaiisome. He was 
tired of playing the lover, — coaxing and submitting by 
tarna. He felt it was time that the quiet happiness of 
a peaoeful union should succeed to the fantasies of a 
year-long honey-moon. At this she rebelled. He 
found that her temper, as well as her beauty, was of 
the torrid zone. A calm existence did not suit her. 
She oared little for the pleasures of the intellect, little 
for the quiet peace of domestic life, — she would have 
worship or war. He made this discovery just before 
the birth of his first child, — his little boy. This event 
had reawakened all his tenderness for the mother as 
well as the infant. 

Katberine was rery beautiful in her illness, and 
toward her child she seemed to develop a patient love 
which was a new phase of her chai-acter. No sooner 
had she regained her usual health, however, than the 
custoriiary miserable scenes of violence and contention 
commenced again. It might have been his fault even 
more than hers. He had been carried captive by her 
beauty, and had striven eagerly to obtain her hand, 
nevei- pausing to consider whether her natm-e was 
really fitted to make him happy, and when she was his 
wife he had, like so many men, expected to find in 
her traita of character which she never had possessed. 
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In short, they hail both miRtakon for love a thought- 
lees youthful passion, which had presently consumed 
itself. 

For three yeara after his boy's birth things had gone 
on thns, — there had been tempests of wrath fierce as 
a tropic etoi'm, long-eoutinued estrangements, and now 
and then an interlude of reconciliation, a gust of fond- 
ness. By this time his little girl was born, and after 
that there were no more glimpses, ever so brief, of 
sunshine. 

For his children's sake he strove, for still another 
year, to i-emain under the same roof with her, but 
a time came when this was no longer possible. Mutual 
recriminations had again and again goaded them almost 
to madness, until both became convinced that the only 
relief must be in sepai-atioD. They parted in anger, 
without one word on eithev side, of relenting or for^ve- 
ness. Four years had passed since that day, but he 
bad not once seen the faces of wife or children. 

When he had proceeded thns tar in his narration he 
pansed, and sat for a few momenta looking into the 
fire. I would fiiin have broken the silence with at least 
a sentence of sympathy, to let him know that I under- 
stood liim, — that I had not listened to him unmoved, 
— but I could not speak then. The time would come, 
no doubt, when I could forget my own anguish in my 
sympathy for his ; but I believe the first impulse of 
eveiy human soul, — at least eveiy woman's, — in any 
hour of deathly agony, is selfish. With the poisoned 
aiTow yet rankling in ray own heart, how could I 
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calmly strive to aootlie in his a wound whioli had 
already begun to cicatiize ? 

At length he spoke again. 

" I do not hate Katherine. God knows, Geilrude, 
that I pity her a^ fervently as I do myself. Nay, more ; 
for she is a woman, and to a woman it is doubly terrible 
to know that she must live for ever with her heart's 
warmest longing repressed and stifled. But for me 
she might have married some one else, whom she could 
have made happy; with whom she could have been 
happy herself. Now her life mast be like mine, — 
desolate." 

" She has her children," I found voice to say. 

" Yes, the children ! " His face kindled. " They 
mnst be a great comfort now. Andrew is eight, and 
hiR little sister three yeara younger. You don't know, 
Gertmde, how I hare longed to see those children. I 
dream about them nights. I hear their baby wools, 
and feel the clinging hold of their little fingers, and 
then I wake to remember that perchance they do not 
even know tha]# theh' father lives to pray for them. 
But, Gertrade, their love would not be enough to fill 
up all the voids in my life, I have felt this more than 
ever since I knew yon, and move than ever have I 
piUed Katherine in her lonely, blighted youth. 

" You know now that I have no right to talk to you 
of love; still, this once, I beseech you to hear all that 
is in my heart. When I first saw you I had little fs^th 
in love or woman. I should have rejected, as a simple 
absurdity, the idea that either could move me ; and 
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yet, by some unconscious mt^netism, you attracted me 
at once. When I went out of the store I found myself 
recalling yom- pale, sorrowful face ; your slight figure 
in its deep mouramg robes ; the gi'aoe and delicacy of 
your manners. I wondered by what strange chance you 
had been placed in that position, so unsuited, as I at 
o ce s^w t'«'as,toyour tastes and yourpvevious habits, 
My cu OS y — let me call it by some better name, 
— my ej npa hy was fully aroused. I went again and 

a n to he ore. At length I resolved to know you 
bette I o wed you home one night, and then set 
myself to leam all the particulars concerning your place 
of abode. I found that your landlady was a seamstress, 
and that made my oojirae eleai-. 

"All this time, Gertrude, I had no thought of loving 
you. I bad no right. To a man of honor his vows are 
as sacred in the untold wretchedness of an uncongenial 
maraage as if happiness had made it impossible to 
have a wandering wish. I believed myself incapable 
of breaking mine, even in thought. There was no 
reasonable ground on which the law could ^ve me 
freedom. The release which is granted to crime is 
denied to misery. Even were it othenvise, I should 
not have sought it, I had always a horror of divoi-ce, 
and not for worlds would I have entailed its disgraceful 
publicity upon my children. Fi'eedom could come to 
me but in one way, and God knows, even when I 
have been tempted almost beyond my strength, I have 
never been mad enough or wicked enough to wish for 
that. Therefore I regarded myself as beyond all dan- 
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ger of falling in love. Indeect, in your case tbe idea of 
love did not cross my mind. Tow had interested me, 
and I had so few interests in life that I deterrained to 
follow this one out, — to ascertain the cause of your 
uncongenial situation, — if possible, to aid you. 

" When I had visited here for a while I found I conld 
not stay away. Tour society bad become a neceseity to 
me. - I believed you my friend merely, but I discovered 
that friendship was very sweet. At last the knowledge 
forced itself home that 1 loved you with all the strength 
of my nature. Tiiia love had stolen upon me so gi'ad- 
ually, and now seemed so much a part of my life, that 
I covild scarcely chide myself. Had this been all, Ger- 
ti-ude, I think you would never have heard the history 
I have told you. 1 would have schooled myself to 
tiiste calmly the dangerous delight of your presence ; 
and when this was no longer possible, you should have 
&e n me no more. But in the same hoar that the con- 
viLtion f mj love for yon was bi-ought home to my 
60ul I discovered also that I had it in my power to win 
J oui heiit I had a strange feeling as if| in the native 
LOUQtij of Bjuls, yours and mine had gi'own together. 
I hdicved I lijid power to summon my other self to my 
^de. Nay, I thought that, unconsciously to yourself, 
you did love me now. For^ye me, Gertrude, 1 know 
that I am speaking to you as man does not often speak 
to woman, but in this hour there is no room for dis- 
guise or concealment. I read your heart as I had read 
my own. Then I knew my duty. I must tell you 
all, that you might understand how hopeless was my 
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futu e — I jon^l lej ud£, gouy 

before t w too u ghty to o I bel eve eome 
men vo Id 1 ve been temi ted to keep e ce and 
Bt e st 1 to V n yoo love but tb uk tr 1 I waa 
left o) n to no sucb te nptit on Mo e b n I ] rized 
yo self I p ae 1 tl e sta nlea pu tjofjo 1 t and 
1 fe lei e to ne e en ti an y love w ny ilUed 
integrity, by which only could I call myself your peer. 
I have told you all. Do yon forgive me that I took for 
granted your love for me ? " 

I could not speak, but I reaohed across the table 
■which stood between us and laid my hand in his. Then 
for a while we were both silent. He spoke first : — 

" Gertrude, I shall never talk of these things again, 
I have shown you this once all that is in my heai-t. In 
3-eturn I have a right to make but one request. I have 
wealth; let me use some of it for you. I cannot bear 
to see you toiling day by day for your daily bread. 
While I have enough and to spare, you shall not, must 
not, wear out your young hfe in this drudgery. If 
you were my sister you would let me belp yon. Am I 
not as near to you as a brother? Does not my love 
give me as much right as brothers claim ? Do not be 
angiy, Gertrude. I hardly know how to utter my 
])etition so as not to wound you. I beg only for this. 
Let me make a home for you among congenial people; 
let me surround you with the common comforts of 
life ; let me feel that you are at least above and beyond 
the necessity of toil. Then I will submit to any thing 
ebe. If you prefer, I will never see you ; or, if you 
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will let me visit you sometimes, I will ask only for 
your Mendship, — the sympathy you would give to 
suffering anywhere." 

He paused, but I read an appeal in his face fuller of 
earnestness even than hia words. I never for one 
moment doubted his honor or hia heart. I knew that 
he respected me as deeply aa he loved me, — that his 
care for me would be tender aa that of a brother for a 
sister. But I was my father's daughter. I had my 
own pride to satisfy also. I could not accept a pecn- 
niary obligation even from him. Still I did not wish to 
answer him then. I had my aiTangemeots to malce, — 
my future to settle. I would tel! him in a week, I 
said, — not now. I was too tired, — too much ex- 
hausted. Would he leave me, and not come again for 
one week, — then he should know. He must give me 
time to think. 

He obeyed me. He only held my hand for a mo- 
ment, and then he went. 

" Good-by, and God be with you," I said, aa he 
stepped out into the moonlight. He did not know 
that in my heart I meant that farewell to he the last 
utterance of my lips to him, until we should meet 
again where victor souls learn the triumphal anthem of 
the angels. 

I went back into the room where I had met this last 
and bitterest sorrow of my life. Soon my plan for the 
future was shadowed forth in my mind. Then I had a 
right to thinic over all that Andrew Lincoln had said. 
I reverenced him unspeakably. Little as I knew of 
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hHinan nature, I vealiaed — I had I'ead " Jane Ejre " — 
the ease with which he might have deceived me. I 
knew he loved me with a love as true and tender as 
pen of the romancers had ever portrayed. How I 
blessed him that it had been no selfish passion, — that 
his love for truth and right had been mightier. And 
yet, — answer me, heart of every woman who shall read 
this tale, — was my trial light ? Because of his very 
goodness, because I could reverence his image in my 
soul, and look up to it as almost without taint or flaw 
of human imperfection, was it not all the harder to 
know that between us swept the tide of circumstance, 
— remorseless as death, pitiless as destiny? 

And yet, in the midst of my desolation, it was some- 
thing to feel that he could have loved me, — that had 
Fate given us to eaoh other I might have made bira 
happy, — might have been his happy wife. 

I sat there until the first ray of the morning stole 
through the windows, I looked at the almost empty 
gi-ate. Castles with shining turrets, flame-colored tints 
of autumn woods, burning bushes, all had vanished into 
the cold gray ashes, signifying desolation. Was it a type 
of what that night had done for my heart and life ? 

I walked toward the store that morning with a 
heavy heart. Once more I must fold my tent and go 
on alone into the desert. For a little time I had lin- 
gered beside an oasis of peace. I bad tasted pleasure. 
It had proved a cheat, a mirage, it is true. No matter, 
it had gladdened ray eyes while it lasted. Now I must 
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give Kp all, — the home I bad made for myself tlie 
fiieiids who had been kind to me, the work by ivhicb I 
had earned my bread. I must go, — wbere? In that 
moment, clear as if my guardian angel had stooped to 
whisper them in my ear, came to me my father's last 
words : — 

"The widow's God, — a Father to the fatlicrless, — 
trast, my darlings, trust." 

Had the invisible, strong ai-m ever failed me ? Need 
I doubt it now ? I walked on with renewed courage. 

When I reached the store I sought an interview 
with Mr. Emerson. I told him that I had imperative 
need of change ; that there were reasons why I was 
unwilling to remain any longer in New York ; and I in- 
quired if he could help me with advice or euggestions. 

He told me, in reply, that he had felt frona the firet I 
ought not to be in my present situation. He knew the 
constant contact with strangers was repugnant to my 
taste ; that I was capable of doing something better. 
Stiil he had honored me for submitting bo cheerfully to 
necessity; for doing so well what I had undertaken 
to do. Ever since I had been there he had been on the 
- lookout for some different employment, by which I 
could maintain myself more agreeably, but as yet he 
had found nothing very desirable. Yet, if I was so 
anxious for an immediate change," there was something, 

— an advertisement he had seen in the evening paper, 

— a governess wanted for two small children, in East- 
ern Virginia. It did not seem to promise much, yet I 
might like it better than the store. 
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I thanked him eagerly. I do not often weep, but the 
tears choted my voice. It was not gratitude, though 
his kindness touched me deeply ; but I was leaving so 
much, — so much that he conld never know. 

That morning a letter was dispatched to the address 
indicated in the adveitisemeiit, giving, as I afterward 
discovered, as much of my hiBtoiy as Mr. Emerson 
himself knew : praising me far beyond my deserts, and 
stating that, if my eei-vicea were accepted, I would be 
ready to commence my duties immediately. 

Five days of my week of ti'ial had already passed 
before an answer was received to that letter. In the 
mean time I had trembled lest I might not, after all, 
be able to get away, — lest I might be obliged to see 
Mr. Lincoln again, though I was convinced such an 
interview could only be productive of additional pain. 
At length nay suspense was ended. Mr. Emerson's 
i-ecoramendation was accepted, and he was requested to 
inform the young lady that a carriage would await her 
at the station on the afternoon of the twenty- 
seventh of April. The letter had been delayed one 
day in its transit, and I should just be able, by starting 
the next morning, to reach my destination at the ap- 
pointed time. 

That night, with Mrs. Gray's assistance, I made all 
my prepai-ations. I did not confide my plans for the 
ftiture even to her, I told her enough of the circum- 
stances in which I was pla^sed to convince her that, for 
the present, it was better she should not know. I had 
previously secured from Mr. Emerson a promise of 
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secrecy. He was to be deaf and duiiib to all inquiries, 
should any be addressed to him. 

It was late in the night when I sat down alone before 
the sitting-room fire, and prepai'ed to write a letter to 
Andrew Lincoln, which Mra. Gray was to give him at 
his next visit. This was the hardest task of all, and 
yet in writing to him for the iii-st and last time there 
was a troubled joy, I confessed to him that even as he 
had loved me so had I loved him, — loving better only 
God and the right. At the same time I bade him an 
eternal farewell. With a love in our hearts which it 
would be deadly sin not to conquer, I showed him that 
it would be worse than madness for us to meet. There 
was no safety but in parting fov ever. I told him how 
impossible it was that I should accept from him any 
peonniary assistance, and assured him that I was going 
to be so circumstanced ae not to need it. Then I bade 
him good-by, thanking God that when he rca<l the 
words he would never know the pang they had cost 
me. I suppressed the cry of anguish which would tain, 
through that dumb sheet, have made itself heard. If 
my teai-s fell, I took good care that they did not drop 
upon the paper. I signed my name firmly, and directed 
it on the outside to Andrew Lincoln, and then — 

It was a lovely afternoon when I stepped from the 
cai's at my place of destination. The Virginian spring, 
earlier than oui-s, had already clothed the earth with 
verdure. I could hear birds singing in the near woods, 
and the air was full of a sweet, subtile odor, betokening 
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that it had lingoi'ed above beds of violets and the pale 
Just after the tmin stopped a handsome 
rew up before the little d^p&t, aod an old 
gentleman, with silver hair and a kind benevolent face, 
alighted. 

"Miss Hamilton, I conclude," he said, cordially ex- 
tendbg his hand. "My name is Wentwoith." 

Hia appearance impressed me veiy pleasantly, yet it 
surprised me. I had plctared the Richard Wentworth, 
whose name had been signed to the letter received by 
Mr. Emerson, as a young man, the father of the children 
in whose behalf my sei-vices were required. They 
must be his grandchildren, orphans, perhaps, and 
already I felt my heai't yeai-ning over them, — I knew 
what it was to be an oi-phan. 

"Here ai-e your pupils," sdd Mr. Wentworth, as he 
handed me into the canlage. "Andrew, Bella, this is 
Miss Hamilton." 

The little girl was shy. She retreated to the farthest 
corner, and hid her curly head behind her grandfather's 
ai-m. The boy, however, gave me his hand, with a 
frank, boyish welcome. As he lifted his blue eyes to 
my face a thrill struck to my heart They looked to me 
like Andrew Lincoln's own. 

"What nonsensel" I said to myseK "Has that 
name Andrew such a hold on your imagination that 
you cannot hear a child called by it without indulging 
yourself in fancies of an impossible likeness ? " 

The drive to Hazelwood was a short and pleasant 
one. I was not in a mood for enjoyment, and yet I 
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was conscious of an invoiuntary scHse of admiration at 
the sight of my future liome. It was a gentleman's 
minsion of the olclen time, lai^, hospitable-looking, 
and somewhat quaint, with its old-fashioned gables, 
and the jji izza surrounding it on all sides. Mr. Went- 
worth ihsfhted, handed me from the carnage, and led 
me mto the house with ceremonious politeness. He 
tliiew open the drawing-room door, and begged me to 
be seite 1 while he found his daughter. 

"Mamma is in the arbor, — I see her dress," I heard 
one of the children say, and the three went out of 
sight. 

"They are not oi-phans, then, after all," I said, aa I 
threw myself back upon the sofa. I dared not trust my- 
self to think. Night was coming, loneliness and silence. 
Till then I remanded my thoughts ; I bade my heart be 
still. I took up, with some hope of distracting my atten- 
tion, a book which was lying beside me on the sofa. 

On its fly-leaf was written, " To my wife, Katherine 
Lincoln," with a date nine years before. I knew that 
handwriting. The book, then, had been Andrew Lin- 
coln's ^fl to his wife during their year of honey- 
moon. The leaf had been partly torn out, as if in 
some moment of passion, and then spared by a tender 
afterthought. There were traces of tears upon the 
page. Her tears, — perhaps afler all she loTed him. 
If she did, God help and comfort her. Thank Heaven, 
my heart could breathe an honest prayer for hei-, even 
then. 

My destiny had led me here, — here of all places,— 
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Tinder the same roof 'with Mi-. Lincoln's wife ; to be the 
teacher of his children. The room seemed dizzily 
whirling ronnd and ronnd, Cliairs, tables, miri-ora 
assumed fantastic shapes, and blended togethei- Kke the 
colors in a kaleidoscope. I knew the syroptoms, hut I 
wonld not faint, — I was detei-mined not to lose my 
self-commaad. I eat holt npright and fanned myself 
vigorously. Presently the mist cleared from my brain. 
I was thankful for the lady's delay, which gave me a few 
moments to reason with myself. 

Providence had brought me here, — I ought not to 
leave, now. Indeed I had nowhere else to go. There 
could be no place where I was more safe ti-om the dan- 
ger of meeting him. This path had been opened to 
me, and my feet should walk on in it without faltering. 
Shall I confess that there was one gleam of troubled 
joy in the prospect ? I could love Mm and serve hira 
innocently, in loving and serving his children. It was 
not atrajige that the boy — his son — had looked at 
me with his father's eyes. It was not strange that I 
took him into my heart from that moment. I had 
made up my mind concerning the future, and fully 
regained my self-command, when a servant opened the 
door, and said: — 

"Mi-s. Lincoln is coming, nni'flm, She will be with 
you at once." 

She had scarcely ceased speaking when her mistress 
came into the room. 

I rose to meet her, — face to face I stood with An- 
drew Lincohi's wife. Physically, she was tlie most 
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clioice and jjerfect specimen of beautiful womanhood 
I had ever seen. To this day I think I have never met 
her peer. The picture she made as elie Btood there will 
never fade from my memoiy. The crimson curtains 
fell apart at the western win 1 w in I the goHen sun 
set rays lit up her diik haii into waim ohe tuut trntt, 
Full, queenly figure, clad ill m white is suited the 
balmy April day, — btight cheeks an! hj s of the led 
dest bloom, — eyes full of slumbeioua flie — little 
hands, glittei-icg vidth gems, — she chi me I me like a 
figure from an Oriental lomance 

Her husband had toll mo ^hc was jioud but she 
never could have been haughty. There was a certain 
childlike impulsiveness in her manner still, — she would 
cany it with her all her life. 

She took my hand and looked searchingly into my 
fece for a moment. 

"I am sure I shall like you," — she said the words 
with awai'm, satisfied smile. "Let us be real fnends, 
Miss Hamilton," 

" We win." I answered her quietly, but in the 
silence of my soul I recorded the words as a vow. 
God knows I have kept it. I was hei- true friend from 
that hour. 

Days wore on, and something which was not quite 
happiness, yet bore a strange resemblance to it, stole 
into my heart. I loved Andrew Lincohi's children as I 
shall never love children again, and I loved Katherine 
his wife. Her character must have changed much in 
the solitary years since her husband left her. Slio was 
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not exacting now, — certainly not selfish. I have never 
seen a mother more tender or devoted, especially to 
Andrew, whose resemblance, in both face and manner, 
to his father, daily appeared to me more striking. Was 
this likeness the secret of the tears I so often saw in 
her eyes when she kissed him? 

She had appeared to like me from the first. She 
sought my society, and seemed to wish me to consider 
myself not her children's governess merely, but her 
friend and lier equal. One day, with a gush of passion- 
ate weeping, she told me her story. It was much the 
same which I had listened to before from Andrew Lin- 
ooln'e lips, only she blamed herself more than he had 
blamed her. It was all her fault, she said. She had 
been & spoiled child, tui'bulent, and exacting, and she 
had played with his love until she had lost it. 

" And did you love him all the while ? " I asked. 

" I i^d not think so then, bat I am sure now that my 
real love for him never wavered. For a long time, 
though, I thought that I actually hated liiiu. My 
fierce temper was in the ascendant. He provoked me, 
and I suppose I was half mad. I told him more than 
once that all I would ask in the world wouid be to have 
him go away from me out of my sight, and never tor- 
ment me again with Lis presence." 

" And he only took you at your word ? " 

She smiled bitterly. " Oiihj that ; bnt ho had not 
been gone long before I knew that he had taken with 
him all I cared for in life. I am a desolate, heart- 
broken woman, Gertrude. I have my childj-cj], it is 
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true; his chiklren and mine. It is tiiat, I believe, 
■which has kept me alive; but I would give every thing 
on earth to feel the forgiving pressure of hia lips, to 
heai' him say, as lie used to, 'Katherine, I love you.' 
Oh, if you only knew him yon could tell better what I 
have lost, and what bitter right I have to moui-n." 

If I only know him I Alas, alas, did I not know him 
too well for my own heart's peace? He was indeed all 
she bad pictured him, — but what was that to me ? lie 
was hers only. He ought to be hers. She was worthy 
of him, too. I commanded myself perfectly, Ko one 
could have suspected that I was more than Katherine 
Lincoln's sympathiKing friend, — no one dreamed that 
I had ever heard of her husband before. I asked, in 
quiet tones, — 

"But why, if you think the chief fault was yours, 
have you not- written to him to come back? Was It 
not your duty to make the first advances, if yours had 
been the first blame ? Do you say that you love him 
and are yet too proud for this, Mrs. Lincoln ? " 

She shook her head sadly, 

"It is not pride, Gertrude. Pride with me died a 
violent death, long ago, but I love my husband. "What 
comfort would his presence be when I knew that his 
heart had shut me out ? And yet I think sometimes, 
that he might love me now better than he used. I have 
tried so hai'd since he went away to grow up to his 
standard, — to be ali that he admired in women. It 
baa been the law of my life. Vain words. Men never 
tread the same path twice, do they? I was hateful to 
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him when he went away. He might come back, if I 
sent for him, out of duty or pity, but if he loved me he 
would wait no summons." 

There was truth in her worcla, and yet 1 felt that 
they muBt, in some way, be brought together. What 
capacities for blessing were in both their natures. Her 
love for him, despite all, was so true and so steadfast. 
He would love her if he were to see her now, — he 
could not help it. I longed to do something to bring 
about their reconciliation, — but how ? There waa 
nothing for it but to fold my hands and wait. Had I 
ceased to love bim myself? Why torture me with this 
question ? I strove then to put self and selfish feehngs 
out of sight. I was ti-ying to follow Christ, though it 
were but afar ofi". Should I shrink because the way 
was hard ? From the time I came to Hazelwood I had 
never thought of Andrew Lincoln without thinking at 
the same time of Katherine, his true and loving wife. 

For a whole yeai- we lived on peacefully together, — 
Katherine, her children, and I. I had leai'ned to love 
her aa if she wei-e my sister. I shared, I believe, all 
her thoughts, and I knew she was each day growing 
into purer and more perfect woinajihood, — more and 
more worthy of being a good man's honored and cher- 
ished wife, — as she ought to bo, as I trasted in God 
she would be soon. She was singularly gentle and 
winning now, but as sad as she was tender. We used 
to talk often of her husband ; but when I proph^ed 
that he would come back some day and make her 
happy, she used to say that I did not know him, — I 
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could not dream how utterly ho had ceased to love her. 
She should never see him on earth. Perhaps it would 
be permitted her to go to his side, and ask his forgive- 
ness in heaven. 

It was in April that little Andi-ew fell aiok. We 
sent foi' a physician, hut before he came I was well 
satisfied what we had to dread, " Scarlet fever," he 
whispered, as he bent over the bedside, thus confii-m- 
ing our worst fears. When he went out of the room 
my eyes met Katherine's. I understood her expresdon, 
and answei-ed the question it implied, 

"Tes, yoa must write to him. There can be no 
doubt about your course now. Tow say he ioved his 
children dearly. How could yo« answer for it to him 
or to yourself if Andrew should die, and he not be here 
to see him? Think if you had been away from your 
child five years and could not even give him one 
poor, parting kiss before lie was snatched from you for 
ever ! " 

" But Andrew may not die ; oh, it M'ill kill me if ho 
should." 

"And yet he may, — in any case, you have your 
duty to do." I spoke with decision and severity; I 
could not allow myself to falter. They must be re- 
united now if ever. 

She went to a writing-desk which stood in the corner 
of the room and wrote for a few moments rapidly. 
Then she came and put the sheet into my hand. 

" Read it, Gertrude. Have I done rightly ? " 
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" My Deak Husbaud, — Andrew, our little l)oy, is 
very ill. The doctor calls it scarlet fever. I thought 
that you would wish to see him. Your presence would 
be the greatest comfort. Your faithful wife, 

"Katiibeink LlXCOlN." 

This was the note. Could it fail to touch that 
BtroDg, true heart of his? 

I had little time for speculations, or Katherine Lin- 
coln for hopes. Andrew grew worse rapidly, until the 
question was no longer whether he would recover, but 
how many boui-s he could Uve. Neither of us left him 
for a moment except occaeioDally, when one or the 
other woull steit awiy to ithisper a few words of 
comfort to \ ooi little BlIIi who was kept in a distant 
wing of tl e house in oider to be removed from the 
danger of infection But we could not go out of the 
room withoit thcie restles'i ] reteriiaturally bright 
eyes missing us in i moment in 1 then the little, weak 
voice would wail — Mamma, Gerty, don't leave Andy, 
please." fe 3 w e witche 1 ovei him constantly together, 
neither sleeping, e it ng noi w eeping. 

It was the ittemoon of the fourth day since Mi's. 
Lincoln had difpitched hei letter. A change had 
passed ovei Andrews iii.e Bidden and fearful. We 
knew too aaiely what it portended. He was dying. 
In a few momouts hi^ loul would go forth, and leave 
the fair little bodj lying upon the pillows atill and 
tenantless Kathenne s eyes met mine, with a look of 
stony, immovable wtetchednesa in them that fairly 
chilled me. 
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" To think," sbe said, " that he will not he here, — 
that lie can never see poor little Andrew again alive. 
Gertrude, this is my work." 

I knew the step which came, at that very instant, so 
huniedly across the hall. So did she, for she clasped 
her hands tightly upon her breast, as if to hold her 
heart from breaking. She looked as White as a marble 
statue, and as fair. I could see that, even in the 
midst of my sickening anguish over the boy whom I 
loved aa if he were my own. I do not think Andrew 
Lincolo looked at her aa he crossed the threshold. I 
think he saw nothing hut the little wan, death-stricken 
face upon the pillows. He sprang to the bedside and 
Icnelt down with a gi'oan of despair; he had recognized 
the impress on the pallid brow. 

Do dying eyes see more clearly than living ones? 
Andrew was nine years old now; he had been only 
four when he saw his father last, and yet his face 
lighted up with a sudden, glad glow of recognition. 
"Papa, papa!" — he piped the words in his clear boy- 
ish treble, as joyously as I had ever heard him apeak. 
He stretched up Lie arms, and hia father caaght him to 
the bosom that, for five yeai-s, had longed so vainly for 
the touch of that little head, " Papa, papa I " and the 
face and eyes brightened with a radiance aa of dawning, 
— the pale, quivering lips sought the father's lips bend- 
ing to meet them, — a shiver ran along the slender 
limbs, and then the golden head dropped backwai'd. 
Andrew Lincoln's boy was dead. 

Katherine saw it, and the energies so long taxed 
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gave way at last. She fell at her husband's feet in a 
death-like swoon. He kissed the white, still face ei'e he 
lifted her. " Poor Katherine ! " I heard hjin murmur. 
Was there a quiver of lovo in his tones, or was it only 

pity' 

" Had we not better take her into the nest room ? 
She ought not to be here when she comes to herself" I 
eaid, forgcting at the moment how strangely my voice 
would fall upon his ears. I had been standing in 
the shade of the bed-curtains, and he had not seen me 

" You, Gei-trude ? " The words, with their accent of 
questioning surprise, came as if involuntarily from hia 
lips, and then neither of us spoke again while we 
carried his wife into the next room, and busied our- 
selves in restoring her. I only waited until she opened 
her eyes and, putting back the hair fi-om her white face, 
sat up and looked at her husband, before I went away 
fi'om them. I did not stop to think ; I knew it would 
not be wise or safe. I went at once to Mr, Wentworth, 
who was with Bella, to tell him of Andrew's death, and 
Mr. Lincoln's arrival. I had oeeupation for a while in 
soothing the little girl. Then with my own hands 
I made i-eady my boy — mine by the love I bore him 
— for the grave. I brushed the soft, curling hair rouarl 
the stilt face, restored now to more than the beauty of 
life, and frozen into the last and sweetest smile of all. 
When I had arranged all things, I went again to his 
parents. They were sitting near together upon the 
sofa, and Katherine was repeating, io a voice broken 
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with sobs, all the details of those last sad days. Even 
then, she thought of me with her usual tender consider- 
ation. When I went into the room she said : — 

" This is Miss Hamilton, who has been to me the 
dearest and traest of friends. We can never thank her 
enough for all she has done for Andrew. He loved 
her scarcely less than he loved his mother." 

How strange it seemed to have him speak to me in 
such words, constrained yet grateful, as a husband 
would naturally use to his wife's frieod, who had been 
kind to his dead child. He had uttered sucli different 
ones when we met last. I was weak, I know, but I 
could not command myself sufficiently to answer him. 
I only said : — 

" I have dressed our darling now. I thought you 
would wish to see him." 

They rose and went together into the still room 
whei-e lay their dead. I staid alone. Even my love 
and my grief gave me no claim on that consecrated 

Andi'ew had died on Thursday. On Saturday after- 
noon he was to be buried, I had passed Friday in 
my own room, keeping Bella with me most of the time. 
The poor child was almost frantic at the loss of her 
brother, and it was well for me to have some one 
besides myself to think of and to comfort. I believe 
Mi-s. Lincoln passed that long, dreaiy day, for the most 
part, alone. Much of the time I could hear her hus- 
band's restless steps pacing along the piazza, and once 
I knew he went away for a solitary walk. 
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It was Saturday moi'ning. Andrew had been pat 
into hia little casket, and I liad juat gathered a basket- 
ful of white and sweet^cented flowera to strew about 
him. I stole noiselessly into the room where he lay. 
1 thought no one else was there ; but when I had gone 
up to the coffin I saw, in the dim light, Andrew Lincoln 
sitting motionless at its head. He looked up, and our 
eyes met. 

" God haa taken him, Gei-trado ; I am wntten deso- 

There was such a wild pathos in his tones. They 
went to my soul. How I longed to comfort him. 

" Not desolate," I cried, " surely not desolate. Bella 
is left you, and your wife," — and then I wont on, car- 
ried quite out of myself, half forgetful of even the 
presence of the dead, io my passionate longing, at 
whatever cost, to reunite those two and make them 
both happy. 

"You wonder, doubtless, at my presence here, in 
your home; but I came ignoraotly. I thought the 
best answer to what you said to me the last evening 
we passed together was to go quite away from you, 
before there should be any thing in our acquaintance 
which it would be pmnful to remember. This situation 
pi-esented itself; I obtained it thi'ough Mr. Emerson, 
and came here, never dreaming — it was Mr. Went- 
woi-th who advertised — that the children I was to 
teach were yours. I had not been here a month before 
I loved your wife as I think I should love a sister. 
She was so true, so earnest, so unselfish. At lengtii 
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ste told me her story, the same I had heard from you, 
only she blamed herself as yoa had never blamed her. 
All the fauit wa,s hers, she said. You were eveiy 
thing that was noble, I knew how true her eorj'ow 
had been by the change it had wrought in her. There 
was nothing left in her character of pride or petnlance. 
She was a sweet and gentle woman, the tenderest 
and most patient of mothers, the fondest and truest 
of wives ; and therein lay the wretchedness that was 
brealdng her heart. She dared not seek to recall you, 
for she believed that your love for her was utterly 
dead. She had no hope left in life. When Andrew 
was taken sick she sent to you because it wa^ her duty, 
but she wrote, I knew, with more of fear than of hope. 
She loves you, Mr. Lincoln, as no words of mine can 
ever tell you. Thank God that in taking your boy 
to be an angel in heaven He has restored your wife to 
bless ail the yeai-s of your life on earth." 

He did not answei' me. For an instant he took my 
hand in a grateful pressure. There were tears in his 
eyes, — through their mist I could not look into his 
sou!. He left me and went out of the room. I knew- 
he had gone to her. Their sorrow could not be all 
bittei'uess when it restored them to each other. But I, 
— where was my fountain of consolation ? Death had 
taken the bright, noble boy I loved so well, and had 
given me nothing. I had a right to weep as I stood 
beside the dead and pressed my hot, thi-obbing fore- 
head to the little cold hand. He bad gone from me to 
a land where there would be no sin in loving. 
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Two weeks had passed siuce little Andiew's funei'ii 
and fL-oin my seat undei' the pines I i^ould faee thioiigh 
the distant greeneiy the gleam of th(, ^hite mnrblo 
cross on ■which his name was gi'wen I sit theie, 
where the shadows danced about me as the sunlight 
glanced fitfally through the bough's, looking liistlebsly 
at the beautiful landscape, and thinkmg mournfully 
about my life. Agdn had I come to one ot its mik 
stones. Again, yet agMn, must I take up raj jiilgnm'a 
staff and go onward, into what stiange scenes, amidst 
what perils, who could tell? Othei-s, I thought, hid 
friends, and love, and home, — sweet leat, safe shelter 
Why had Fate dealt so hardly with me ? I was not 
wont to repine, to be thankless and discontented ; but 
this once I had consented to taste the cup of self-com- 
miseration. I found its waters bitter. 

" Gertrude," — it was Mr. Lincoln's voice. Screened 
by the trees, I had not seen him coming till be stood 
before me. 

" I have been looking for you," ho said. " I want 
you to promise to rem^n with us. Katherine says yow 
talk of going away, I have told her the whole stoiy 
of our acquaintance. She knows how dear you became 
to me once, how deai' you will always be to me. Sho 
loves you, too, as one woman seldom loves another, and 
it is her prayer as well as mine that you will always 
live with us and be our sister. Do not refuse," — his 
eyes searched my face anxiously, — "we cannot give 
yon up. You shal! be in all thiuga as if you had been 
bora Katherine's sister ov mine. I will not ask for 



3c by Google 



204 SOME WOMEN'S BEAETS. 

your answer now, lest yon deuy me. Perhaps my wife 
may be better able to persuade you," 

He stood there beside me for a few moments after he 
Lad done speaking, but beyond a mere expression of 
my thanks I made him no reply, and presently be went 
away. Then I sat and thought for a long time. Here 
was all offered to me for which I had been pining, — 
■with the want of which I had upbraided my fate. 
Love, — for I knew they would cherish me tenderly, 
both of them, Katherine aa well as her husband, — 
friends, and a home, — a safe shelter, from which I 
need go out no more until I should exchange it for the 
home and the peace which are eternal. Should I 
accept all this ? Was it not too pleasant to be safeV 
Was not its very sweotnosa dangerous? Could I 
answer for my own heart ? Was I sure that I could 
live for years under the same roof with Andrew Lin- 
coln and never think of hours whose perilous happiness 
duty bade me forget for ever? He might be safe. 
Katherine was beautiful, and she loved hitu ; but where 
waa the fine-linked annor with which to shield my 
woman's heart? 

No, I would not stay. They and I should be better 
apart. Our paths led far away from each other. They 
might wander wherever the flowera smiled or the birds 
beguiled them. I must go out into the world to do my 
work, to earn the bread I should eat. But the prospect 
which had looked so gloomy to me an hour befoie 
seemed changed. Things fi'om which there is no 
escape always confront us with a sterner mien. Kow 



3c by Google 



TWELVE YEARS OF MV LIFE. 205 

that a choice had been offered me, and I knew that 
ease and leieore might be mine for the taking, I could 
accept work thankfally, recognizing its ministry as beet 
for my aoul'a needs. I cheeifulJy made up ray mind, 
and then I went into the house, 

Mra. Lincoln met me in the hall. She put her arm 
round me, and kissed me with a deeper tenderness in 
her manner than I had ever felt before. 

" You are going to be our sister, Gertrude ? " 
"Gladly; I am most thankful to owe to friendship 
the tie which birth denied me." 

" And we will be so happy, all of us together." 
"But I cannot stay here. I will be your sister 
always, — your faithfnl, loving friend while life lasts; 
but it would not make me happiest to live here. 
I must be independent, even of those I most 
value." 

This was my firm resolution, and I kept to it. In 
vain were all their entreaties, and at length they de- 
dsted from them. Perhaps Eatherine's womanly intui- 
tions interpreted my heait as no man, not even the 
best man, could do. When she found that I was not 
to he moved, that 1 would not go their way, she be- 
stirred herself to help me go my own. I owe to her 
the situation in which I am passing the midsummer of 
my life. I am a teacher in a girl's school. Young, 
bright faces are ai'ound me, — young hearts gladden me 
with their love. I have no hopes or dreams of any 
other future in this world, and, perhaps, for tliis reason 
I do my duty the better. 
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It is ten yeare ^iice little Andrew died, and Bella — 
now a young lady of sixteen — is the dearest of my 
pupils. Three years ago she came to me to be edu- 
cated, 

"I hring her to you because we can express how 
deeply we trust and honor you in no stronger manner 
than by giving you our only child to train. Make her 
like yourael^ and we shall be satisfied." 

These wore her father's words when he put her hand 
in mine, and since then she has been my chief comfort. 
She was too young to remember the one sad episode in 
her parent's lives, I heard her just now discussing 
with two of her fiiende, as such young things will, love 
and marriage. I heard her say, — 

"Yon ai-e wi'ong, Fanny, if you think people always 
cease to care much about each other after a little while. 
My father and mother have been mauled twenty years, 
and you cannot find me two in their honoy-moon who 
love each other more fondly or are happier," 

She is right, Andrew Lincoln and his wife are 
happy, with that full blessedness which only love can 
give. I think of them daily, and rejoice in their joy. 
For myself, — if one's path lies always in the shadow, 
one win never die from a stroke of the sun,— I am 
content. 

For this long ten years I have never been to Hazel- 
wood. Its master and mistress come to see me every 
summer, and I know it grieves them that I postpone so 
long the visit I am always promising. I shall go some 
day. I want to see how the roses have grown about 
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the grave where little Andrew has slept so long. I 
shall press my lips to that white ci'ose which gleams 
above hiun, and offer on that spot my prayer of thanks- 
giving for life and all the blessings of life. 
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TT was a lonely place. Every day, and all the day, as 
•*• it seemed, the wind blew steadily from east to west, 
for tho boughs of all the trees were bent for ever 
toward the sunset. On tbi'ee eidea the sea brokg sul- 
lenly agMOSt the rooks of the small promontory, and 
went baok again, repulsed and discomfited. The house 
and grounds which occupied the whole of this eea-^irt 
nook formed an estate which was called Little Gibraltar. 
The name was not inappropriate. Thousands of years, 
doubtless, had the waves stormed those gi'ay rocks, — 
thousands of yeai's had the rocks stood firm and thrown 
them back s^ain into the sea. One could imagine the 
assault going on for ever, — the repulse eternal. 

Ten years ^o it was that I saw the place first. I 
had a friend at school who won such foothold in my 
afiections as no girl had ever won before. We were 
not intimate, as school-girls reckon intimacy. We had 
no secrets to tell, or, if we had, we told none. We 
made no rash vows by starlight and moonlight, but we 
liked to be together, and we had tastes and fancies in 
common. I have always loved beautiful women, and 
this Elinor O'Connor was "beautiful exceedingly." 
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It was not uutil I bad known her a long timo that I 
learned any thing of her history. When I did, I ascer- 
tained that her father was an Irish gentleman of con- 
siderable wealth, who had fled to this country years 
before with his bride, the danghter of a noble family, 
whom ho had stolon, not against her will, frona a con- 
vent. Leoline was the young wife's fanciful name. 
She had died five years after the birth of her first 
child, Elinor, taking with her to the world of spirits an 
hour-old baby. My friend could just remember her 
mother, and she told me that her manners were so win- 
ning and her beanty of so rare a type that the life-long 
efiect of her loss upon the husband, who idolized her, 
was by no moans unaccountable. 

Soon after her death he had purchased Little Gibral- 
tar, and having arranged the grounds and built the 
house after a certain fantastic plan of hie own, had 
retired there with his young daughter, an eiBcient 
housekeeper, who also acted as a sort of nurse or 
superintendent to Uttle Elinor, and a corps of good 
servants, who had ever since retained their situa- 
tions, 

Elinoi-'s description of her home had abundantly 
excited my interest and stimulated my curiosity, and 
I accepted with cxti'eme satisfaction her invitation to 
pass the long summer vacation — our last before grad- 
uating — at Little Gibraltar. At first I hesitated, lest 
my intrusion should be unwelcome to the master of this 
strange domain; but when I was assured that his 
consent had been solicited and obtained before the 
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invitation was exteaded, I get aside my scruples and 
anticipated only pleasure. 

The last week in Jnue school closed. A staid serv- 
ing-man came for Elinor, and took all the trouble of 
our baggage and bundles. We had a five tioura' car 
ride, and then we got out at a little coantry station. 
John, the serving-man aforesaid, went to a stable acroaa 
'the road, and came ba<jk with a sort of family coach 
di'awn by two powerful black horses. We got inside, 
and he mounted the box, and ofi" we drove. It was 
three miles, I should think ; but long before we reached 
OKV journey's end we could see Little Gibraltar gleam- 
ing stately on its rooky height, with the sea climbing 
for ever at its base. Elinor pointed to it, as she said, 
with more eagerness than she had been speaking be- 
fore, — 

" Home, Aria ! " 

"Ja it home?" I remember I asked her. "It looks 
to me like an enchanted castle of Mrs. Radcliffe's times. 
It is strange, and in a weird sort of way, very beautiful 5 
but it does not seem homelike." 

" Perhaps it isn't, as moat people reckon homelike ; 
but it's all the home 1 have over known fcince I was 
old enough to remember. I don't know where it was 
that I lived with my mother. It is singular that I 
should recall so clearly as I do her wonderful beauty 
and wayward grace. There is one thing I ought to tell 
you. Aria. My father, sane enough about every thing 
else, believes that he sees her now, — that sometimes 
she comes and calls him, and he goes out and keeps 
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ti'yst with her, I know not whether it is madness, or a 
clearer vision thao has been ^ven to othei-s." 

Ehnor's face had kindled aa she spoke, and there was 
such a strange, far-seeing look in her eyes that I should 
not have been surprised if she had told rae that she, 
too, had this clearer vision which could pierce through 
the veil of mysteries. 

We were near the place by this time, for John drove 
rapidly. The house was a rambling, castle-like build- 
ing,— 



built of some pui'e white stone, which glittered in the 
Bunset. A long flight of winding steps led from the 
entrance ball to the oariiage road below, and at the foot 
of these steps stood, ready to welcome us, Reginald 
O'Connor, hia hat lifte^l, his whole manner full of 
courtly grace. Unconsciously I had fonned an idea 
of him. I had fancied him a sad, silent, elderly 
moui-ner, bowed and wasted by grief, indifferent to 
all the small obsei'vances of life. I saw, instead, the 
handsomest man, the stateliest gentleman I have ever 

He was not yet quite forty, and be scarcely looked 
ten years older than Elinor. He had dark eyes, pene- 
trating, yet with a cui-ioua, dreamy, speculative look in 
tbcm. His heavy, black hair was brushed back from 
his high, thoughtful brow, — a brow a little too narrow, 
a little wanting in the indications of combative force 
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and strength., without which a man may be good, and 
gifted, and gi'acefiil, but never great. I had been inter- 
esting myself in Spm-zheira and Lavater, so I analyzed 
his head and face, while he stood waiting, before the 
cari'iage stopped, I discovered that his was the tem- 
perament of a poet, — that he had ideality, Yeneration, 
and a wonderful power of personal magnetism, — that 
lie could enjoy and suffer keenly, but that he lacked 
fortitude, and perseverance, and hope, — that there 
was a certain wealmeea in his character which was con- 
sistent with the highest physical coui-age, but which 
made him helple^ before that mysterious something 
which, for want of a better name, we call Destiny. He 
could never, therefore, lise above a great sorrow. If I 
had not made this analysis then I should never have 
made it afterward, for there was something about him, 
as I found presently, a certain nameless charm, which 
defied criticism. 

As the carriage stopped Elinor jumped from it into 
his ai'nis. He gave her a quick kiss, and then extended 
his hand to me. 

" This is so kind of you, Miss Germond," he said, as 
he helped me out. " You are a pioneer, too, — the first 



lady who has ever 



LMted at Little Gibraltar. Ton had 



a great deal of coui'age to bring 



need of good courage." 

"It did not reqni 
me with Elinor." 

lie looked at me inquisitiyely, as if he wondered how 
genuine my words were. Then he smiled. 

"I believe you and she do honestly love each other. 
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in spite of all the sneers about ^lis' friendships. I can 
answer for Elinor. I have heard, for two yeare, of 
nothing bat Aria, antil I have learaed the sweet name 
hy heart." 

He had given me his ai-m, and was leading me up the 
stairs. Elinor was running on before us, gayer than I 
had almost ever seen tor. She looked back, nodded 
laughingly, and said, — 

"That's right, papa. Vouch to Aria for my devo- 

In a moment we stood in the entrance hall, — a lofty 
apartment lighted by a dome, and in the midst of which 
a circular stab-case wound upward. It was paved with 
tessellated marble, and hung with pictures which, as I 
learned afterward. Col. O'Connor had himself panted. 
On one side a door was thrown open into a conserva- 
tory full of choice flowers, beyond which was a spacious 
libraiy. On the other side another door opened into a 
iaige and lofty drawing-room. Into this latter apartment 
my host led me, having paused by the way to introduce 
me to Mrs. Walker, — the housekeeper, to whom I have 
before referred, — who continued to matronize and 
superintend the establishment, Elinor lingered a little 
to talk to her, and the Colonel and I walked into the 
drawing-room alone. Opposite the door an immense 
pier-glass filled the space between two great windows, 
and as we stepped in we saw ourselves reflected in it ; 
I still leaning on his arm, and he bending toward me 
with his air of courtly deference. A sudden and curi- 
ous presentiment thrilled me like a suggestion from 
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somo one iinscen, — a preaeatiment which tolcT me that 
iu some mysterious way my fate an3 his were linted. 
And at the same time I heard a whisper, distinct yet 
low, as if it came fi-om fai-, — " Bbwaeb." 

I seemed, in some way, to know that this whisper was 
not meant for me, but for my companion. I felt sure 
that he heard it also, for he released my hand which he 
had been holding upon his arm, and offered me a ehaii'. 
I saw that his face was pale, and his lips had a nerroua 
quiver. Then Elinor came in, with Mrs. Walker, and 
a sober, middle-aged lady's maid, ready to show me to 
my room ; and hei- father told us that dinner would be 
served in half an hour. I thought he was glad to have 
MS go upstaii's. 

My room opened out of Elinor's, and looked, like 
hers, toward the nnquiet, shimmering sea, I refused 
the maid's assistance, and when my door was shut sat 
down a moment to look out of my window and think. 
The waters had a curious phosphorescent glow and 
ghtter. They seemed mysterious and infinite as the 
fathomless sky which bent above them, — mysterious as 
destiny, infinite as immortality. What puppets we 
human beings are for Fate to play with, I thought, — 
beneath the dignity of actoi-s, — not knowing even our 
own parts, or whether it were tragedy or comedy in 
which we should be called to perform, — whether the 
play were in five acts or in one. 

My vacation was to be two months long. I felt as 
if I were going to live more in that time than I had in 
my whole life before. 



3c by Google 



LITTLE GIBRALTAR. 215 

1 opened my trunk. My drama must begin, like 
many another, with dressing anil dining. I had never 
been able to decide whether I was handsome or no(, — 
though I knew my style was unique. It was certainly 
not that which those unfledged youth who haunt the 
steps and dog the walks of boarding-school misses 
most delight in ; for I had never received a eomjiliment 
in my life, unless the look in Col. O'Connor's eyes this 
ailernoon had been one. 

I had a low brow, round which the dark haii diooped 
heavily, a clear, dark skin, and the coloring in all 
respects of a hmnette, except that my eyes were blue 
as turquoise, — a bright, light blue. This contradiction 
between my eyes and the I'eat of my face made me 
striking, peculiar ; I must tiy my power before I could 
tell whether or not it made me pleasing. 

I put on a black dress, which suited me, for it 
drooped in heavy, rich folds about my figure, which 
was full and tall. Soft, old lace was at my wrists, and 
was fastened at my throat by a brooch made of an 
Egyptian scarabEeus, and which glittered like an evil 
eye at my throat. Then I was ready, and had ten 
minutes more, while I was waiting for Elinor, in which 
to wonder as to the meaning of the strange whisper 
I had heai-d. She came for me at last, and we went 
downstaii-s, 

The drawing-TOom was lighted now, and I noticed, 
as I had not before, the extreme richness and elegance 
of all its appointments. One would hare thought that 
in furnishing it the master of Little Gibraltar had been 



3c by Google 



216 SOME WOMEN'S 1TEAET&. 

arranging for gay feasts and grand festivals, instead of 
fitting himself up a refuge in which to hide away his 

SOITO.W. 

One recognized everywhere traces of that exacting 
ideality which would not be satisfied with less than 
perfection. At the farther end of the room folding 
doora were thrown open into a dining-room, wbei-e a 
table glittered with plate and crystal. Col. O'Connor 
met us at the door, and, giving me his arm again, took 
me in to dinner, Elinor following. The dinner was 
conducted with cei'emonious stateliness, and, watching 
the high-bred courtesy of my host's manner, I under- 
stood in what school his daughter had acquired that 
gi-ace and repose which had been at once the envy and 
the despair of Madame Minivei-'s young ladies. 

Just hei-e I begin to feel that I have undertaken a 
hopeless task. I have succeeded, po&sibly, in convey- 
ing to you the impression of a home, fantastic but 
superb, — of my stately host, and the fidend whom I 
loved so well. So far word« have served me ; but now 
they he^n to seem vague and pointless. They will 
not render the subtile shades of that midsummer expe- 
rience. I cannot tell you the strange spell which drew 
me toward Be^nald O'Connor. Fascination does not 
at all express it, — it was at once finer and stronger. 
Sympathy, magnetiam, psychological attraction, — 
choose your own term. I only know that I felt, in 
my very soul, that I had met the one man in the uni- 
verse whose power over me was positive as fate. 

I did not deceive myself about him in the least. 
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I knew he was not wiaev, or grander, or nobler than 
other men, — not wise or grand, perhaps, in any high 
sense at all. But, just such as he was, I felt as if I 
would rather have been loved by him, and die, than be 
the living darling of any other man. All the time, too, 
there was the sense of entire hopelessness, — the belief 
that he Tiad loved as he would never love again, — 
that Leoline dead was more to hbn than the whole 
living world. We passed all the days together, — we 
three, — riding, driving, rowing; and, after a whUe, 
I sitting for my portimt, and Col. O'Connor painting it. 
It was after one of these sittings that Elinor said to 
me, — 

"Aria, I think my father ia beginning to love you. 
I have never seen him as he is now befoi-e. If he were 
not too old for yoii, — if you could care for him, — I 
think it might be to him like tbe elixir of life. To 
me, you know what it would be to have you with me 
always," 

"Tou deceive yourself," I answered, with forced 
composure. "You have told me the effect which your 
mother's loss had on him, and how his whole life since 
has been full of nothing but her memory. He will 
never love again." 

She looked at me curiously. I knew that my face 
was turning crimson under her gaae. She sprang up 
and kissed me with impulsive fondness. 

"My darling," she cried, "I believe that you could 
love him! With you the mistress of Little Gibraltar 
what a different thing lite would be to me." 
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She went out without giving mo time to finswer her ; 
but after tbat she left me more alone with her father. 

He paiutecl on at my portrait, and grew absorbed in 
his task. He was never satisfied, — he said my face 
changed with every change of my moods. He made 
me give him sitting after sitting. To-day he deepened 
the eyes, to-moiTOW he altered a wave in the hair, or 
changed a cui-ve of the lashes. 1 began to believe that 
I was beautiful, aa I saw myself glowing, a radiant 
vision upon his canvas. One day he threw down his 
brush. It was the week before we were to go back to 
Madame Miniver. He cried, with a sort of suppressed 
pMsion, — 

"It does not suit me, Aria; it never will- Tou must 
give me yours^f, Ai'ia, child, darling" — 

He stopped as suddenly as if an unseen hand, cold 
with the chill of the grave had been laid upon hia 
lips. His face turned white. 

" Forgive me," he said, " I must go." 

He went ii-om the room. I remembered what Elinor 
had told me, — that sometimes his dead wife called 
him, and ho went out to keep with her a ghostly tryst. 
I believed that he had gone now in obedience to some 
such summons. I sat on where he left me. I did not 
dare to think what I was doing. I had a vague 
feeling, which I would not suffer to crystallize into a 
thought, that there was a rivalry between me and his 
dead bride for his love. Had not 1 a right to win ? I 
remembered what Elinor had said. I believed that he 
would be better and happier with a warm, living love. 
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in place of this haunting, gbostly metiiovy. But I Isnew 
not which would triumph ; I could only wait. At last 
I heard the door open, aad he came to me softly in tho 
gathering twilight. 

"Aria," he said, "I lovo you. It is Heaven's own 
truth, and I have a right to tell it to you. But I am 
not free to ask you to be my wife, — I do not know 
that I ever ehall be, I promised Elinor's mother, when 
she was dying, that I would never marry again. I am 
bound by my vow unless she releases me fi'om it. I 
thought then, Heaven knows, that it would be easy 
enough to keep. I loved her so well that I fancied 
there was no danger of my loving any one else, I 
should least of all have feared loving you, — you, yet 
in yom- girlhood, and my daughtei-'s friend. But it was 
curious the chai-m yoa had for me from the veiy first. 
As we stood in the drawing-room that first night a 
whisper came to lae, which I knew was Leoline's 
warning, 'Beware!' To-day, when I began to speak 
to you, I heard her voice ^aiu, — a sudden, imperious 
call, which T could not resist. I went out and saw her, 
as I always see her, walking to and fro upon the 
}ia!cony, with her baby, a little white snow-flake, in 
her arms. Aria, I begged her, as I would beg for my 
life, to i-elease me from that vow. She coidd have 
answered me, — she has spoken to me often enough, — 
but she only looked at me, with eyes full of reproachful 
pain, and her lips uttered no word." 

I i-emembered the whisper which I too had hoard, 
that first night, and wondered that I had not also 
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heard to-day the Yoice wLiuh summoned him. Perhaps 
that fli-st warning bad been meant for me as well aa 
him; but I had not heeded it. A ghostly, numbing 
tciTor began to ci'eep over me. I eat still and did not 
answer him. 

"For Heaven's sake, Aria, speak to me one word," 
he said, coming close to me. " Am I a man or a mon- 
ster? 1 loved Leoline. She had a right to my con- 
stancy; and yet, God knows, I love you. Oh, why did 
you come here ? " 

"Iwas going next weok, — IwHl go to-moiTow," 

The words seemed to drop from my lips against 
my will. They sounded cold and hai-d. I felt as if 
hfe and sense were filing me. In a moment Col. 
O'Connor was kneeling beside me. 

"J}on't look at rae so. Aria. You are turning to 
stono beibre my eyes. Don't hate me, — it is enough 
that I must hate and scorn myself, — that I, who 
thought my honor stainless, must live to know that I 
have broken at least the spirit of my vow. And yet, 
am I to blame? I could not help loving you. But 
I am old and sad, — I could never have won a young, 
fresh heart like yours." 

The misery in his voice touched me indescribably. 
It was like the turning of ft weapon in a wound. It 
toi-tnred me into a sense of keen life, and gave me 
power to speak. 

" I don't hlame you," I said. " It was fate. But I 
could have loved you. It was a v^n dream. Let us 
forget it and live." 
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" No, I am ready to curse fate and die." 

He looked into my eyes. 

"Aria, this is bitterness beyond wliat a man can 
bear, — to feel my happiness so near, and yet so out of 
reach, — to love you, to feel that I could win your love, 
and yet to lenouDce you." 

He bent foi-ward and drew me with firm hands close 
to him. 1 felt his lips on mine for one moment, — fond, 
quivering, thrilling to the centre of my being. Then 



" There, Aria, that is all. Forgive me if you can. 
You will not hate me, I know. You shall not go back 
until the time cornea ; but you need not see me again 
after to-night. We 'should never have met, or we 
should have met in some other sphere. Well, child, it 
is possible to bear most things. Come, we cannot 
escape life. We must go to dinner." 

At the table a strange gayety seemed to possess him. 
He ate nothing, but he covered his lack of appetite and 
mine with quip and badinage and brilliant turns of 
thought. 

After dinner he went into the library to look over the 
evening mail, and presently sent for Elinor. 

She was with him a few moments and then came back, 
Siie looked me in the eyes like an inquisitor as she s^d : 

" Papa has received a letter which will take him away 
from home to-morrow morning ; we shall probably have 
to leave without seeing him again." 

I expressed my regrets courteously, but I made no 
sign, nor did she ask me any questions. 



3c by Google 



222 80MM WOMEN'S EEAETS. 

We went bacfe to school. What a mockery it seemed 
to me, with girlhood lying as far behind me as infancy. 
My tlioughts ran tumultuously in one channel. I cared 
for none of the o!d delights or ambitions. 1 coidd not 
study. I had learned a lesson which swallowed up all 
others, as did Aai-on's rod the rods of the Egyptians, 

In the midst of the term an epoch came which gave 
me independence, — my twenty-fii'Bt hirthday. I was 
three yeai-s older than Elinor, — late in finishiug my 
studies, as, on account of my extreme delicacy in child- 
hood, I bad been iate in commencing them. I was an 
orphan, and at twenty-one I became misti-ess of myself 
and my fortune. I should have left Madame Miniver's, 
but I had no tie anywhere so strong as the one which 
bound me to Elinor, and I staid on for her sake. 

Early in December she came to my room witli a let- 
ter in Iier hand. 

" Aria," she said, " I am summoned home. My father 
is failing mysteriously. He wants me with him, and he 
says, 'Tell Aria that, for her own sake, I must not ask 
her to come, though her presence would be tho greatest 
comfort.' " 

What to me was "my own sake" in comparison with 
his comfort? What if 1 suffered a pang or two more? 
The worst suffering of all would be to know afterward 
that he had missed me. I went with Elinor. 

We got there in time to see the last of him whom 
we both loved so welL We watched beside him night 
and day for three days, and then, in the wild winter 
midnight, "he heard the angels call." 
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He had boon speaking calmly enough about his 
plans. 

" I have given Little Gibraltar to Aria," he said to 
Elinor, as she bent over him. " You ■will be rich 
enough without it, and you would not care to live 
here. It will have a deeper worth, a diSereat signifi- 
cance for her." 

Then he sent her from the room, on some pretest, 
and talked to me. 

"It is all a mystery," he said, " sti'ange as aad. Caa 
a man love two women ? I loved Tier. Heaven knows 
it, and my long, solitary yeai-s since her death have 
borne witness to it. And yet, if it be not love for you 
that is wasting my life away, what is it ? We shall 
understand it all in the nest world, I think. 

" She has come to me oilen since last summer. She 
waite for me always on the balcony outside, and I 
know ahe is there by the tune with which she hushes 
the baby oa her breast, — always the same tune, — one 
she used to aing to mo in other days. I go out when I 
hear it, and meet the sad upbraiding of her eyes. But 
she has never spoken to me since that day. I have 
pleaded a hundred times for release from my vow, but 
her lips will never open. I wonder if she will tura from 
me with hojTor in her eyes in the world of spirits; or 
whether, for her baby's father, there will be pity and 
forgiveness? Wrong or right, I conld not help loving 
you ; it waa my fate." 

I could not answer him, but I bent and pressed my 
lips to his mouth. Now, with him flo.iting away from 
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me on the onknown sea, I felt no scruples. But at the 
moment my lipa touched his I heard, as distinctly as I 
ever heard any sound in my iife, a strain of wild, sweet 
music, — a tune I had never heard before. His eye 
kindled with recognition as he caught the sound, and 
he tried to rise. I turned to listen to Elinor, who was 
opening the door. 

"Aria, the tide is going out," she said. 

I looted back to the bed, and answered her, — 

"He has gone out with it," 

And we heard the music, both of us, fainter, lower, 
ferther and fai-ther away, until its sweetness died on the 
waiting sar. 

Believe my stoiyor doubt it, — it does not matter. 
I have told- it because some force outside of myself 
seemed to constrain me. I have never loved again, — 
it does not seem to me that I ever shall. You see ine 
in the winter as the world sees me, gay and careless ; 
but I go e\eij summei to Little Gibraltat and dieam 
over again the old, p'lssionate, tioubled dream Ehnor 
comes, too, sometimes, with her husband and hei 
children, but I like best t) be alone Rith the dead 
days in that nook hiunted by memoiy, wheie use the 
fantastic tun-eta toward which the sea climbs eternally, 
where the white walls ghtter, and the wind blows all 
the day, and every day, from the east toward the set- 
ting sun. 
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TT would be hard to im^ine any young, strong, 
■*■ healthy woman more apparently helpless than was 
Marian Eyi'C after hor father's death. She looked her 
afFaira in the face the da.y after his funeral, and con- 
fessed to herself this fact. 

Her mother- had been dead bo long that she conld 
scarcely remember her ; and daring all the years since 
she had lived with her father, and been educated by 
him, both living and educating going on in the desul- 
tory, incoBseqnent, iragmentary manner in which a 
man who was half etnut and half Bohemian and wholly 
dreamer, would be likely to conduct them. As to 
morale, St. Anthony himself was no purer than Eegi- 
nald Eyi-e. Hie Bohemianism was only the outgi-owth 
of his i-estlessnesa. It suited him to breakfast to-day 
with the dawning, and climb an Alp before sunset; to 
lie in bed to-morrow till noon, and sup coffee as 
lazily as a Turk in his Oriental-looking dressing- 
gown. 

He liked to winter one year in Rome, another in 
Florence, and a third in Venice, wch-footed, melan- 
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oholy, and princely. Paris he did not much affe«t. 
Life there was too bustling, too melodramatic. The 
French i-eckleasness and laisser-faire were of quite an- 
other kind from his own, and therefore did not auit him. 
But half over Europe he and Marian had wandered to- 
gether. She had learned languages from hearing them 
epoten ; and art^-history fi-om studying among galleries 
and ruins. This wandering, beauty- worshipping life 
suited her, and made of her what she was, — just 
Marian. 

I would I could make you sec the face of clear, 
healthy paleness ; the eyes which had caught the color 
of so many skies and moods, and never seemed twice 
the same; the sensitive, proud mouth; the head set 
like Diana's, and as small and stately. She was her 
fathei-'s idol as well as his companion, — the fair embod- 
iment for him of womanhood. He always saw, through 
her eyes, her mothei-'e soul ; and he had never loved 
any woman but those two. 

He had inherited quite a little fortune ; but after his 
wife died, and his wandering habits began to grow on 
him, he turned it all into an annuity, because its ordi- 
nary interest would not keep him and Mai-ian in the 
roaming way that had grown to seem to him the only 
life he could endure. In eveiy thing else his moral 
standard was of the highest; so 1 will wait until I find 
a flawless soul, which has won by virtue of its own 
spotleesness a right to question, before I try to recon- 
cile ibr him his idleness with his conscience. In truth, 
I do not think the matter had ever troubled him. Ho 
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believed himself to be educating Maiian, and so doing 
hiB duty in his day and genemtion ; and perhaps he 
was. If he had sold salt and potatoes at home, and 
increased his banking account, would he have done 
more, or better? I am not casuist enough for such 
questions. 

His annuity, of coui-se, was to end with hia life ; but 
he had sufficient forethought for Marian to deny him- 
self many a lovely bit of wood-carving, many a choice 
old missal, many an antique, for which his soul longed, 
in order to insiii'e that lUe heavily, and pay each year 
therefor a large percentage from his annuity, so that 
when they two oould roam together among the won- 
ders of art and of nature no longer she would not want 
the means for making her life beautiful without him. 

At last they had come home to New York, 

Though they were far more familiar with half a dozen 
foreign towns, they always called New York home, 
because there Marian's mother had died, and in an old 
down-town church-yard her dust lay blossoming into 
roses and pansies when the summer suns shone on her 
grave. They had always had a theory that they wero 
coming back there to settle, when Marian's education 
was completed. Now she was twenty-three ; but Mr. 
Eyre saw that his mission as educator might still be 
prolonged with advantage to her and ever fresh delight 
to himself; so he compromised with the old theory by 
coming home for this one winter, intending to go back 
in the spring. 

They had plenty of cousins in New York, on whom 
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they had no especial claim ; but these Eyres and 
Livingstones and Brevoorta received them with much 
eagerness. They liked to see Marian at their parties. 
There was something unique and distinguished-looking 
about both her face and her toilets. The soft-falling 
Italian silks she wore, and the antique ornaments, suited 
ber calm, proud face and her manner of graceful repose. 
But from none of these people could Reginald Eyre or 
his daughter have been willing to receive, or felt free 
to ask, any thing beyond this conrtesy, which, after all, 
claimed moi-e tJian it conferred. 

They had rooms at the St. Denis, — these two, — 
and had unpacked for their adornment whole trunks 
and boxes of ti'easures, — choice cai-vings in wood and 
ivory, illuminated missals, old line engravings by dead 
mastei-s, cameos, coins, bi'onzes, and a few pictures, 
brightening the gi-ay New York of mid-winter with 
glimpses of Italian heavens. 

Here, in the midst of this gay season, — in which, 
however, despite the gayety, Reginald Eyre was se- 
cretly homesick and restless, — he had been taken 
suddenly very ill, A few moments' delay in the draw- 
ing np of their carriage, after they came out of the 
heated air of a lai^e party, was the only discernible 
cause of an attack of pneumonia so severe that it 
terminated his life in a week, in spite of the best 
medical skill and the tenderest nursing. 

He died, as he had lived, like a dreamer : no thought 
of neglected oppoitunities or neglected work troubled 
his last hours. He spoke to Marian, in the iew iuter- 
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vala Lis sharp pain allowed him, very tenderly; but he 
gave her none of the traditional death-bed connaels and 
exhortations. 

"I think God has loved us, my darling," he said 
once. " I have missed nothing in life but your mother, 
and I shall find hei- now." 

Marian w^ lifted out of heraelf by the calm expec- 
tation of hia mood. She did not shed any teara over 
him, or utter any moans. Time enough for that in the 
long hours aftei-ward. He saw her to the last, as he 
had loved to see her, with her fair, nnstained face, her 
true, hopeful eyes. The last words he said to her, an 
hour before be died, were only, — 

" We have been good comrades, Marian. Yon will 
miss me in the old places, but not for long. Nothing is 
long that has its sure end. It seoms bnt yesterday 
since I kissed your mother's lips when she was dying." 

Just at the last the pains of death shook him cruelly. 
He could not speak, and his only good-by to Marian 
was the clinging hold of his fingers upon her hand, 
which did not i-elax until those fingers stiffened and 
gi'ew cold. 

The morning after hia funeral Marian looked list- 
lessly into the paper. She had done every thing 
hstlessly in the three days since her fether died. 
Sometimes she thought her soul had gone out of her, 
and only her body remained, raled by dull instinct 
and old habit. She unfolded the paper, and looked it 
over with no interest about what it might chance to 
contain, but simply because it was hei- morning wont. 
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On the secoud page an item caught her eye, and 
rouBed her. The office in which her father's life was 
insured had failed, gone utterly to ruin. She under- 
stood her situation perfectly. She knew how reeoluto 
he had been in making this provision for her; how 
entirely it was her sole dependence. Her very first 
thought was one of profound thankfulness that he had 
been spared this blow ; that he had died without anxiety 
for her. The next was the question which has con- 
fronted so many other helpless women with its blind 
terror, — the problem society would find it well worth 
its while to aid them in solving, — what should she do? 

She loved music passionately, but she had never 
learned its theories ; poetry, but she had never written 
it; pictures, but she could not paint them; sculp- 
ture, but she had never thought of modelling. Of 
eoui-ae teaching came to her mind for a moment, as it 
presents itself to most women similarly circumstanced, 
but it seemed deai' to her that she had no vocation 
for it, and there was no one thing she could have 
taught well enough to satisfy her conscience. Besides, 
the world was full of teachers already, to whom the 
calling belonged by right of possession. Sho would 
have shrunk, in any case, from entering their already 
overcrowded ranks. But what could she do ? 

She looked around her and reckoned up her worldly 
possessions. A few hundred dollai-s remained of their 
last quarter's funds. Besides, she had two rooms full of 
carvings and pictures and bronzes, — a sort of museum 
of an. They had been selected, she knew, with taste 
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■whicli could not be challcngocl. They were rare, all 
of tliem, — some of them veiy valuable. If well sold, 
they oaght to bring her a good deal; but she Lad 
heard how i-uinously such things were often sacrificed 
at auction. The commissions a regular dealer would 
require for disposing of them would be large, and 
that method of effecting their sale would be slow. 

At this moment an inspiration visited her. What if 
she should take a room and dispose of them herself? 
She understood art well enougli to be sure that she 
could arrange them so as to show to the best advan- 
tage. She would need the countenance and assistance 
of one experienced saleswoman ; and while she was 
thus engaged in turning into available ftinds her own 
sole inheritance, she would be getting a little knowl- 
edge of trade, and might perhaps be able to find 
employment afterward in some picture store or art 
gallery. At any rate, there appeared this one step to 
take, this one beginning to be made, in answer to her 
problem, and doubtless the rest of its solution would 
come aftei-ward. 

In this emei^enoy she needed a friend, and she ran 
over the list of her acquaintances, as she bad previously 
that of her possessions. She could not apply to any of 
her hosts of more or less far removed cousins. Eyres 
and Livingstones and Brevoorts, one and all, held them- 
selves grandly above all trade of lesser degree than 
sending out ships to fetch home silks and velvets. 
Especially would they hold a woman's hand so soiled 
by it that no floods could make it clean. Her father's 
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friends had been for the most part men as impractical 
as himself. But thei-e was just one of them, a man of 
different type, to whom in this emergency her thoughts 
turned. So she sat down and wrote a note to Mr. 
Nathaniel Upjohn, and that evening he answered it in 
person. 

He was a man of thirty-five, with no air of trying to 
be younger than that, no attempt to catch at the youth 
slipping for ever away from him ; but yet a man whom 
you would never associate with coming age; who 
seemed strong and resolute enough to stand still here 
in middle life for ever. He had made his own largo 
fortune by his own hard work ; and yet be was not 
merely a worker. He liked whatever was best and 
worthiest in art and in literature, and these taetes had 
brought him aajnauited wilh Marian's father. 

I am telling too simple a atoiy to require any dis- 
guises. I am quite willing you should understand that 
this middie-aged, busy, practical man was very much 
in love with Marian Eyre. In knowing so much, how- 
ever, you ai'e wiser than she was, for she had not even 
suspected it. He had come to see them only occasion- 
ally, and then his converaations had been chiefly with 
her father, though his eyes seldom lost sight of Marian. 
He had not meant to let her know what be felt for her 
at present, if ever. He thought himself removed from 
her by some subtile barriei-s which nothing in her man- 
ner had encouraged in him the shghtest expectation of 
surmounting. But when her note came to him, when 
he understood by it that she would allow him — him of 
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all others — to go to her m this time of her gieat 
BoiTow, a wile!, sweet hope sjiing to life in hia heiit, 
which, howevei, almost hei fiist woids dispelled 

She came into the loom m her deep mourning ^'^l 
ments, a pile, sid oreatuie, fiom whose iice all the 
brightness seemed gone, hut who had ne\er been s>o 
lovely in his eyes it her biightest anil hei best blie 
gave him hei hand, but theie wis no response in it to 
his tendei cHsp She looked at him, but she dii not 
SGom to sec hini 

She began it onoe ujon the bu'iiness on which she 
had desii-ed his oj inion and tokl him hei withes in \ 
few direct sentence'!, as if she had aiianged befoiehand 
what she would say, and was afiaid to tiust herself to 
utter an unnecesfiiy woi 1 In hve mmutei he un lei 
Btood her position. 

" That I should do something," she said, in con- 
clusion, " yoH perceive to bo a simple necessity. That 
I should do this very thing for a beginning, appears to 
me clearly for the best ; and I sent for you because I 
knew no one else so capable of giving me good, sound, 
practical advice. I must have a suitable salesroom, 
and a proper clerk or assistant, and I suppose there are 
some means which I ought to take to bring myself or 
rather my possessions, to the knowledge of the public 
Can you put me in the way of all this?" 

"If necessary, I suppose I can; but it seems to me 
there must be something else for you to do. I do not 
want to see the treasures my old friend collected with 
such loving patience scattered to the four winds." 
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"Thit wiil piobably be no moie hiid foi you than 
foi me," Miiiaii baid, with a petul-mce toi which she 
condemned hci-self the next moment ' Fotgive me, 
but I hv,e thought it ovei on all sides. It seema to 
me it IS the onlj thing I can do , ^nd we shall not 
make it iny eisiei by hngcrm^ o\er it You perceive 
that I coull not even afford to hue i loom id which to 
teep my posswisions, theiefoie I mu^t piit with them. 
Will you help me?" 

Some words came to his lips then which he had not 
meant to speak. He said them hurriedly. 

" I wish, Marian, that you would let me help you to 
some purpose. I did not mean to tell you, for you 
have given me no encom-agement, but I love you 
deeply and dearly; and if you could love me, and let 
your futm'e be my care, you would be spared all this, 
which it is misery to me to see you suffer." 

"I am no Circassian girl," Marian said proudly; 
" have you bad any reason to think I could be 
bought ? " 

Her lace was kindled now, — aflame with pride and 
spirit. Hor cheeks glowed, her wide eyes held ficomful 
meaning. 

"Did I tiy to buy you?" he asked, with a gentleness 
which disM'med her pvide. " I said if yon could love 
me. Love is no matter of bargain and sale ; but I 
believe I have realized from the first how vain my hope 
was. I will try to help you, in your own way, since 
you cannot let me help you in mine, I must have 
a little time, however, to think how it can best bo 
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done. So, if you please, 1 will go away now, and either 
come or write to yon to-morrow evening." 

"I do not deserve that you should be so Idnd," ehe 
said, very humbly, as he got up to go. " I know that 
you have done me great honor; hut you can hardly 
understand how determined I am to help myself. Tho 
life I look forward to haa for me no especial terrora, 
while to maiTy a man because I was destitute and he 
pitied me would be in my eyes a crime." 

" It would be no less than that in mine. If yon had 
loved me, you would not have misunderstood me. If I 
had not loved you first, I should not have dared to pity 
you. But I had no right to trouble you with my 
dreams. Will you foi;give me, and lot me he your 
friend?" 

"If you will honor me so far. Perhaps you will be 
my only one ; but that I shall not mind." 

Then Mr. Nathaniel Upjohn went away, and Marian 
was left, as she had chosen to be, alone ; but her heart 
was very lonely and desolate indeed, as she sat there 
among her relies. 

TJie next day she waited anxiously for news from Mr. 
Upjohn. The afternoon post brought her two letters. 
The flrat one, beaiing Mrs. Gordon Livingstone's scarlet 
and gilt monogram, she threw aside, and broke open 
the other, directed in a strong, compact, business hand, 
which she felt sure was that of her father's friend. 

It contained a proposition, the result, as Mr. Upjohn 
wi'ote, of earnest deliberation upon her matters. He 
saw, with her, thiit the articles of virtu in her posses- 



3c by Google 



236 SOMA' WOMEN'S HEARTS. 

sion must be sold, thongh he was more and more con- 
vinced that she herself was not the one to sell them ; 
■ffhUe he entirely agreed with her as to the disadvan- 
tages which would attend intrusting the matter to a 
regular flne-ai-te dealer. But, in a building of his own, 
on Broadway, were two vacant rooms. Of the larger 
he proposed to make a storeroom, for the reception of 
the articles en masse, while the other was to be taste- 
fully aiTanged as a salesroom, the things in it to be few 
in number, in order that they might be advant^eously 
placed, while from time to time, as articles were sold, 
the vacancies could be fiUed from the other room. He 
had in his employ, moreover, and could well spare in her 
seivice, precisely the right person for a salesman, whUe 
he himself would undertake the necessary steps for 
bringing the sale to the Iinowledge of the public; which 
last matter, he thought, should be managed in a very 
quiet manner, as the patronage of half a dozen art 
connoisseurs was woiUi more than that of a hundred 
promiscuons buyera. As for the expenses of this ar- 
i-angement, of course they would be paid from the pro- 
ceeds ; he would not even venture to offer hia rooms 
rent free, but Miss Eyre might depend on being charged 
only the exact coat which was incun'ed, and would be 
saved from all extortion in the way of commissions. 
He made bold not only to hope, but to m-ge, that thia 
plan which he had proposed might be resolved upon, 
since it seemed to him the only one by which she could 
at once fitly and advantageously accomplish her pur- 
pose. 
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The letter was somewhat of a surprise to Marian, — 
it was at once so cool and so kind, so Bimple and so 
husioeas-like. Who would think that last night this 
man had been laying his heait at her feet? If there 
had been the least touch of love-making in hia commu- 
nication, however, it is very certain that she would have 
rejected hia proposition. As it was, she began at once 
to consider it favorably. It is possible that all the time 
she had secretly shrunk from patting herself before the 
pnblic in this onaccustomed way ; at any rate she was 
not at all sorry to be relieved irom it, and to feel that 
her interests were to be so thoroughly well represented 
without her aid. 

Having reached this conclusion, she opened Mrs. Gor- 
don Livingstone's scented epistle. It was the letter of 
a female diplomat. It began with condolences on the 
death of Marian's father, and passed to sympathy in the 
loss of Marian's fortune. But for this latter knowledge, 
she said, she would not have ventured to intiiide, even 
by letter, upon her kinswoman in these first days of her 
grief. As it was, she wrote at once, because she felt 
impelled to open heart and home to her as a mother. 
Would Marian come ? 

Then followed some rose-colored sentences about ad- 
miration and appreciation, the pleasure she shoald ex- 
pect from her young relative's society; and then came 
the true gist of the letter. She undei-stood so well 
dear Marian's pride and sensitiveness that she had de- 
termined to bait her proposition with an opportunity 
for her cousin to make herself useful. Her children 



3c by Google 



238 SOME WOMEN'S HEARTS. 

were providefl witli a good governess and competent 
masters ; but if Marian would oversee their practicing a 
little, and talk French with them enough to impart to 
them her own perfect accent, she could relieve herself 
twice over from any mmecessary sense of obligation, 
and feel that she made Mrs. Livingstone very greatly 
her debtor, 

A little smile of amusement crossed Marian's face. 
She was not wanting in shrewdness, and though it had 
not before occniTed to her at what a premium such ac- 
quirements as her o^vn in music and languages might 
be held, even rmaccompanied by the gift or the inclina- 
tion to teach regularly, she pei-ceived it clearly now, 
through the flowery eloquence of Mrs. Livingstone's 
periods. This benign kinswoman of hers was not one 
to proffer benefits without having first made certain of 
her quid pro quo ,* so, as after all the proposition suited 
her, she felt no hesitation about availing herself of it. 

She wrote a letter of acceptance, graceful and lady- 
like ; grateful, too, but ii-osted with a little reserve and 
dignity. As her rooms were engaged up to the end of 
the month she preferred to remain in them until then. 
This would ^ve her time to superintend the removal 
of her efiects, and to make her preparations. 

By the same m^I she sent her reply to Mr. Upjohn, 
cordially thanking him, and putting her business mat- 
ter unreservedly into his hands. 

During the fortnight which followed she bore herself 
most bravely. All her father's cherished treasures- 
all the lovely pictures, and bronzes, and vases, and 



3c by Google 



HOUSEHOLD OODS. 239 

terra-cottas wliich they had collected with such pleas- 
ure and pride during their happy, wandering years to- 
getlier — were packed under her supervision, loaded 
into commonplace vans, and carried off before her 
eyes ; and if she shed a tear over them, only Heaven 
and silence knew it. 

During this process of removal she saw Mr. Upjohn 
frequently, and always in the aspect of her father's 
friend, — a middle-^ed man, bind, quiet, thoughtful, 
and somewhat formal. At tinies she almost believed 
that she had only dreamed that this man once asked 
her to be his wife. The contradiction between those 
few strange moments when he had startled her with hia 
love, and these cool, well-balanced interviews since, 
puzzled her for a time, until she gave the puzzle up, 
only too thankful to find in Mr, TTpjohn wliat he was, 
— her one true, strong, faithful friend, in this time when 
she needed friends so much. 

At length the whole thing was over. The last house- 
hold god was gone, — not even a pensive Psyche or a 
winged Hope was left to bear her company. She had 
thanked Mr. Upjohn, and given him her new address, 
where she asked him to call and report progress ; settled 
all her bills, and still she had half an hour before the 
time appointed for Mrs, Livingstone's carriage to come 
for her. She had meant to avoid this, and bad lingered 
over her closing tasks that she might not have time to 
think. But still a space remained, and silence and 
memory confronted her, and would have their will of 
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It was a sharp wrench to go out of these rooms 
■which she had shai'sd with her dead, — where she had 
heard his last words, and kissed the cold lips when 
they could speak no more. She made no outcry, — 
why ehoald she? Who was there to care for her 
mourning, or to comfort her? But perchance her own 
trae dead, "from the Louse of the pale-faced images," 
beard the wail which only her sonl uttered, and by 
some celestial mystery, of us uncomprehended, brought 
her oomfovt. 

When the carriage came at last, that fair, calm fa«e 
of hers bore no ti-aee of conflict. She went quietly 
down the stairs, her long, soft, mourning robes traihng 
after her, and was greeted cordially by Mrs, Living- 
stone, who sat in the coupe. So her new life began. 

If Mrs. Livingstone was prepared for any efiiision of 
grief on Marian's part, and sympathy on her own, she 
Was certainly disappointed. Miss Eyre was not one to 
wear her boitow upon her sleeve, or shed her teara in 
company. She was qniet and graceful and dignified as 
ever. The most expansive of women could have found 
no excuse for falling upon her neck and weeping over 
her. So they made talk aboat indifferent matters, as 
people do in society, and by the time they had reached 
Mun-ay HUI their further attitude toward each other 
was mutually well understood. 

With infinite tact Marian slipped into her place in the 
household. She never failed to perform conscientiously 
the duties which could jnstly be expected from her; 
but also she never put lierself for a moment in the fo- 
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eition of protegee- Mrs. Livingstone underetooc! clearly 
that alie was seeming for Iier growing daughters advan- 
tages in certain dii-ections suoh as she could procure for 
them in no other way, but she alao knew perfectly well 
that Miss Eyre would remain under her roof no longer 
than the position was made agreeable to her. 

Agreeable in a cert^n way it was at present, — aa 
much BO, at any rate, as any home among unl')v-ing 
strangers could be made to this proud, tender girl, who 
had known nothing but love all her life, for whom the 
heart of her dead had been always so tnie and so warm. 
Her grief never came to her lips in words, or ovei-flowed 
her eyelids, but there were times when the oi-phaned 
heart rent the very heavens with cries which no liuman 
ear lieai'd, and reached out into the infinite spaces as if 
by the very force of its desire it could wrench back 
from them the dear old love. 

Soon Lent began, — the cessation of paities and 
operas, at which Marian, in her deep mourning gar- 
ments, had not assisted, and the inauguration of quiet, 
small dinners and high teas. At these lesser gatherings 
Miss Eyre was present ; and the admiration of more 
than one man made Mrs. Livingstone fear lest she might 
possibly lose her fair inmate unfortunately soon; until, 
seeing the cold sweetness with which all advances and 
attentions were alike received, this fear gave place to a 
new one. 

Tom Livingstone was the darling of his mother's 
heart, and the pride of her eyes ; and Tom Livingstone 
was coming home in June. The only son among a 
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houeeholtl of givia, he had been made a sort of demi- 
god in the home circle, and had borne his honors loflUy, 
after the manner of men. There were good things about 
him certainly, thongh he was not the hero into which 
hie feminine worshippers had exalted him. He was 
handsome, in that young, haughty, uDchecked manhood 
of his. He had no vices. Cultui-e had made the most 
of a mind naturally shrewd and sensible rather than 
highly intellectual. Travel had developed his taste and 
stimulated his imagination, until really there was a 
good deal of chai'm about Tom Livingstone. 

His mother remembered witli a little secret dismay 
that June was near at hand, and that he had met the 
Eyres in Florence two yeai-s ago, and written home 
some very extravagant letters about Marian. What 
would be the result when he came back and fonud this 
" rare, pale maiden " domesticated under his own roof? 
She gave this girl, whom she had seen letting brilliant 
opportunities slip by her so coolly, credit for disinter- 
estedness. If she smiled on Tom it would be because 
she loved him ; but what girl could help loving Tom if 
he tried to make her ? What if he should try ? What 
could be done or said ? Miss Eyre was a gentlewoman, 
— as well born and bred as any Livingstone of them 
all, — his cousin by too many removes, moreover, to 
have the ghost of an objection conjured out of the 
relationship. 

She knew by experience that Tom was ill to dnve ; 
and she knew also thai, he must marry money, or make 
a vast social descent from the iamily scale of living. 
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Gordon Livingtone'a million, divided into eight or 
nine portions, could not make any of his lieu's rich, 
as Mrs. LiViogBtone waa aecuatomed to reckon licbes. 
Tom must mate money with money, or come down in 
tlie world gi-ievously. She perceived that she had 
done a veiy indiscreet thing in setting a snare for his 
feet with thia pretty, portionl^s temptation; but she 
did not ao clearly aee her way out of the position, so she 
waited for the future with what patience she could, and 
a daily prayer that Miga Eyi-e's heart might be tonclied 
by some one else before the conquering hero came. 

Maiiau herself, meantime, went on with her life 
patiently bnt wearily, and quite nncon&cions of these 
speculations about her. Thia living without the cease- 
less tenderness which had been her daily food so long 
begat a hunger of the heart so intense that it seemed 
to her sometimes as if it could not be borne ; but she 
was never once tempted by it to feed on the husks of a 
love for which her own heart held no response, which 
attracted her only by what it promised, though of auch 
opportunities she had moi'e than one. Bnt her lone- 
liness wi-ought into her manner something gentler and 
moi-e appealing than she was aware. 

Mr. Upjohn felt this change on the occasions when 
he called to render an account of his stewardship, 
though he did not gather fi'om it any hope. He never 
thought of tiying to persuade her to revoke his sen- 
tence, which he had so well understood to be final. Pos- 
dbly a bolder and more self^onfident man might have 
caught a hint from her mood, and stormed her heart 
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into his power ; but perhaps Mr. Upjohn might not, 
after all, have cared to hold ivhat he had been forced 
to win by stoi-m. It was, however, certain that she 
was strongly di-awn toward him in these intei-views, 
though by no attempts of hia own. He was so tnie, 
where all else seemed hollow; so earnest, where all 
others seemed formal ; so devoted to her interests, that 
she felt at last that the man whom she had begun 
by regarding simply as her father's friend had become 
now hei own peisonal pioperty, — only hei friend it 
IS tiue but at the same time hei only friend 

lie i id ceitainly met with excellent 'iuceess in her 
SCI I ice Week nilei week aabstantial 'fums of money 
weie tiinsteiied to her bankmg accoimt, as one laie 
anl costly ai tide of 1 ei tathei ■= collection attei another 
WIS d&posel of it 1 juat and gencions lalu'ition 
What mean^ he took to bi ng about these sales, oi 
who puichased the utieles she ne^^erinquued Hiv- 
ing once given the matter into his hands she cired to 
heii no paitioulais, and she ne\er once went to tha 
salesrooms. Having once gone through the parting with 
these household gods of hers, she did not cai'e to renew 

In June the family went to their summer home on 
the North River; and soon after this Tom came. 
There were a good many fine traits in his character. 
He was direct, stimghtforward, honorable, and in ear- 
nest, though he was no flower of knighthood, no 
miracle of constancy. If he loved a woman, and his 
love were returned, it was in him to love long and 
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well; but lio would never waste ranch time in despair 
for the fair woman who was not fair for him. Neither 
himself nor his kindred, however, had susiieoted this 
healthy, elastic, recuperative power of bis healthy, 
elastic natm-e. He was just a hearty, generous, well- 
ctiltared American gentleman, — as fine a type, too, 
when thorough-bred, as one is likely to find, — dear- 
eyed, quick-witted, and courteous. 

He was about Marian's &ge, familiar with her 
besHoved haunta in the Old World, and an old ac- 
quaintance in the days when she had been happiest. It 
was very natui'a] that his coming should give her pleas- 
ure, and she showed it in the frankest, most um-eserved 
way. Talking with him, she felt herself more at home 
than she had been before since her father's death. 
She brightened into her own softly radiant self, — a fas- 
cinating creatui-e, with her pure, proud fitce, her red, 
smiling lips, her dusky, drooping hair, and the eyes 
which changed with every thought, took a new color 
with every mood. 

The young hero in Panama hat and Magenta neck- 
tie lowered his coloi-s before her. She had swayed hie 
fancy curiously in their few meetings in the old days, 
and he had never forgotten her. But now her gi'aver 
sweetness stole into his heait, and he was ready to offer 
her the half of his kingdom. 

She had been so used in her father's time to cordial 
ft-iendship and free companionship with men, — friend- 
ship touched often with chivalry, but never wanning 
into love, — that she wont on, unconsciously enough, in 
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thia path along which young Livingstone was gallantly 
leading her. They rode and drove together, or passed 
long summer twilights hanging in a boat 'twixt crimson 
sky and crimson river, and Maiian had not enough of 
ordinary young-ladyhood about her to guess whore it 
all was tending. 

Quite unintentionally it wis Mrs Livingstone who 
opened hei eyes Go og one liy j ist tl e door of 
that la ly s mo n tr o sh 1 ci 1 tJ e w o Is : — 

"It IS t He th^t Mi in is ill wl ch j aij, but it 
is equilly trae tl it you ci not ifto 1 the 1 xujy of 
maviyi g, he 

She huiiied on instantly, with glowing cheeks. It 
was all plain now. She had been blind. Tom loved 
her, and had been trying to let her see it, and taking 
encouragement fmm her frank, free manner, while she 
had never once guessed his meaning. She smiled a 
little over Mrs. Livingstone's notions of poverty. To 
say nothing of the hundred thousand likely to come by 
and by, Tom had fifty thousand of his own, now; and 
on an income less than that would yield what happy 
years of pleasant wandeiing she and her father had 
known. If she loved him, certainly hia mother's op- 
position, based solely on the question of finances, 
would not deter her fi'om mai-rying him, or feeling that 
he had a i-ight to please himseE The question became 
at once whether she might, could, would, or should 
love him, — a potential of which the indicative was 
hard to determine. She really did not know, herself. 
If you, my reader, are so clear-headed, so subtile in 
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your intmtions, that you could never be in doubt 
about such a matter for a moment, turn com.pas8ion- 
ately this leaf wbieb reveals to you Marian in her 
indecision, her poverty of self-knowledge ; bat, for my 
part, I think most girls who have never had an accepted 
lover, or been accustomed to speculate about love and 
marriage, woald have an epoch of similar uncertainty 
at the instant when a most agreeable, eligible, and 
altogether unexceptionable friend shoald stand before 
them suddenly transformed into an expectant suitor. 

That night the whole story of Tom'e hopes and 
fears came out He took courage, perhaps, from a new 
shyness in Marian's manner. At any rate, he toll hei 
bow dear she was and always m.ust bo, an 3 then waited 
for her answer. 

" I am portionless," she s^d, gravely. " If there weie 
no question about any thing else, I think youi fimjiy 
would not approve the mai-riage for that leison" 

"They would get over that," be protested, eigeily 
" They all think yoii are perfection. They only fear 
that I am too good-for-nothing a fellow to help my-elf, 
and not well enough off to make you comfjitable 
But I could do any thing, with you for mj mspii ition , 
and in this one greatest thing of my life I must please 
myself. If you can love me, Marian, nothing else ia 
wanting." 

She looked at him, — his handsome, eager face so 
full of longing tondemesa for her, so lonely, eo sorely 
needing it, — young, strong, fond, ready to do and 
dare for her sake. Surely she must love him, — surely 
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this tlmll at lier heait was love. But— -was It? 
Marian was romantic; that is to say, bIio had high 
ideala. Love to her meant a grand, heroic something, 
which would be strong and steadfest through life, and 
outlast death. Would all her skies he dark, she asked 
herself, her days empty, if the shining of Tom Living- 
stone's eyes were quenched ? Was he so much to her 
that without him the i-est of life would be ban-en? 
Her heart uttered no affirmative, and yet she had been 
aeoustomed to think that this and nothing less tlian 
this was love. The "Yes" which had almost sprung 
to her lips shrank back again, and she said, instead, 
very humbly : — 

" I dare not answer you, for I do not know myself 
It seems to me that in manlage tliere is no half-way. 
One must bo ineffably happy or ineffably miserable. I 
would not trust myself to be any man's wife unless 
I was sure, beyond a question, that I loved him with 
all my Ijeing. I cannot tell whether I conld ever love 
you like that, for I never thought of you, until to-day, 
as other than my pleasantest of friends." 

He ventured on no prayers or pi'otestations, for the 
quiet solemnity of her mood awed him. The matter 
which she looked at with such serious eyes took on 
new sacredness for him. He dared not be responsible 
for this woman's happiness, unless indeed she could 
love him so entirely that there would be no doiL}>t 
about his making it. So he told her, gravely and 
gently, that he would wait for her to understand her- 
Belf; and though, whatever her decision might be, he 
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miisfc always love her, he would never blame her 
or accuse her of having held out to him any iiilse 

Then they sat silent in the evening stillness. lie 
had hoped to have that gracefiil head of hei-s upon his 
shoulder, to kiss the serious, smiling lips of his prom- 
ised wife, to be happy in her sweet and frankly given 
love. Instead, he sat a little apart from her side, with 
a distance which seemed like the sweep of etei-uity 
between their souls. Would he ever come more near ? 

In the weeks that followed Marian grew thin with 
anxiety. She meant to do right, at whatever cost ; 
but it was so hard to know what right was, to evolve 
certainty from the chaos of her emotions. There was 
HO much to incline her heai-t toward him in his hand- 
some, graceful, conrageous youth, in his ardent yet 
reverent devotion to herself. Sometimes she thought 
she could ask no more ; but slowly a conviction 
gi'ew on her that in him was not the strength on 
which she longed to lean. She might be his inspira- 
tion, as he said, — he never could be hei-s. She 
must look at him with level eyes, and it waa in her 
natare to long to look up. The daughter of Reginald 
Eyre, "Puritan Bohemian," was not likely to have 
any religious oant ahout her; bat she had strong 
spiritual needs. A steadfast sense of personal respon- 
sibility to a pei-sonal God underlaid her life and made 
it solemn. Tom Livingstone was worthy of a better 
love than hers, she was i-eady to grant ; but, when she 
began to think of seeking her rest and shelter in him for 
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ever, she discovered that that gallant, generous heart 
of his lacked somethiDg without which she could never 



At laat she told him so, with that sad tenderness a 
good woman always feels for the man who has loved her 

Trae to his promise, he accepted her decision, aod 
held her blameless. He only said once, with despair in 
his eyes : — 
"If you could but have loved me, Marian !" 
And she answered, in a low voice, which seemed to 
him sadder than any wail : — 
" Oh, if I could 1 Don't you see how desolate I am ? " 
If the family had known any thing of this probation 
and its resnlts they never alluded to it before Marian; 
but Mrs, Livingstone's manner was most cordially gra- 
cious just after tliis final decision; though she made only 
feeble attempts to combat Miss Eyre's resolntion to go 
back to New York early in September and go into 
lodgings. Marian offered no explanations, — she was 
not addicted to them, — she merely announced that she 
felt it desirable to make different arrangements for the 
next winter, and must go early to town in order to 
perfect them. 

Then she wrote to Mr. Upjohn, Somehow in every 
difficulty it seemed very natural to turn to him, — he 
was so strong and so self-reliant, so eminently to be velied 
upon. She felt no hesitation about asking him to secure 
her suitable apai'tments, — a little parlor and sleeping- 
room in somequiet and not too expensive boarding-house. 
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He had managed Ler baeiness mattei's so admirably tbat 
she bad quite a little provision for the fiiture, and could 
afford herself a space of leisure in which to map out 
that future to her liking. She bad somewhat changed 
her ideas about teaching. She thought now tliat she 
could without difficulty make up from among her ac- 
quidntances a class of young ladies who had finished 
school, bnt who would be glad to read the modern lan- 
guages under her tuition ; and she much prefen'ed the 
independence this course offered to a longer residence 
beneath the Livingstone roof-tree. Tom alone was 
ui^ent that she should remain under his mother's pro- 
tection. He was going abroad again at once ; and he 
should be so much more happy and at ease if he left 
her, as he found her, there. Mrs. Livingstone seconded 
him courteously; but I think Marian's presence was 
somewhat emban'assing to her at this juncture. How- 
ever that may have been, her coui-tesy and her son's 
entreaties were alike met with polite but firm decision. 
Early in September Marian removed to her Fourteenth 
Street apartments; and the next week Tom Living- 
stone's name was registered among the passengers of the 

Miss Eyre felt a strong, sweet delight in her self-sov- 
ereignty as she went into her pleasant pai'lov and looked 
around her. In one corner stood a Psyche, which 
surely she remembered ; in another a winged Hope, by 
some disciple of Canova. One picture, a face of Saint 
Catherine, with eyes fuU of touiago and of faith, lips 
strong for prayer and teiidei foi piiise, — hung over 
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her mantle, on which flowers bloomed in ciystal vases. 
It was like coming home to come back to these old, be- 
loved objects ; but she did not undei-stand their being 
in her possession. She felt enre that Mr. Upjohn would 
come to inquire after her comfort, and she waited for 
an explanation fixim him impatiently. When at last he 
came, and her question followed her gi'eeting, he only 
smiled and said : — 

"I thought it would not be good for you to have too 
much money. The rest had sold so readily that I ven- 
tured to keep these for yonr own pleasure." 

He was repaid for all bis trouble by her bright, cor- 
dial thanks. Somehow they liad grown singularly good 
friends since the night when he gave up all hope of 
their ever being more than friends. She felt very near 
to him, vei-y comfortable with him, this evening, as 
she told him over all her plans, jirofiting by his clear 
sagacity, made hopeful by his hopefulness for her, 
catching the contagion of his strength. She looked 
at the rugged manliness of his face, and found some- 
thing noble in it, which she wondered that she had 
failed to discover before. She was not quite desolate, 
surely, since she had this one friend, who had loved 
her father, whom her father had loved, and who, she 
felt now, would be her fiiend for all time. 

She had no difficulty in arranging her class upon 
eatisfactoi-y terms. She laughed cheerfully with Mr. 
Upjohn, who came to see her as often as once a week, 
about being fm independent, self-supporting woman ; 
and she found an interest in hei' regidar task, which 
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really made life brighter and belter worth Uving for 
her. 

Sometimes, as the wiDter passed on and she saw more 
and more of Mr. Upjohn, finding in him always the 
same cordial, eai'nest, but unlover-like friend, she began 
to wonder whether he had really ever loved her at all, 
or only been moved by sympathy in her distress on 
that one night which she so well remembered. Did 
Ae remember it as well, unconscious as he always 
seemed? She began to long to know. She recalled 
bis words: — 

" If 1 had not loved yon first I should not have dared 
to pity yon ; " and, knowing that he was truth itself, 
she felt that he must have cared for her then, thongh 
his strong manliness had helped bim to overcome it so 
utterly now. 

She believed honestly that she did not regret the lost 
opportunity, b«t every week she saw more clearly how 
much he was to her, even as a friend, which Tom Liv- 
ingstone never could have been. Was it that, after 
all, the world's workera must ever be nobler than the 
world's idlers ; or that a larger outlook on life had 
■ given him a wider horizon ; or that in his nature, as 
God made it, there was capacity for nobler issues than 
in the other's ? She could not teil. She had only a 
subtile consciousness that, let her soul take wings as it 
might, in no height of her aspiring could she ever soar 
beyond his capacity to stand beside her. 

She was still too shy in her confessions to herself, or 
pei'haps too wanting in self-knowledge, to fully diiine 
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how different her answer would be likely to be now, if 
lie were to ask the old qnestion over again ; and he, on 
his pai-t, undei-stood himself so well, and was liabitu- 
ally so sure of his own emotions, that it never occurred 
to him to doubt whether Marian was equally self-poised, 
— whether her " no " once spoken must needs be " no " 
for all time. He was not at all likely, therefore, to give 
her an opportunity to change her mind. But just here 
an accidental turn of a conversation, a lucky chance, — 
I speak after the usual fashion, but I believe in a heav- 
enly and special Providence, — occuiTcd to set them 
both right. 

He came in one evening, and found her warming her 
slender fingers by the fire blaze. She looked so lovely, 
EO homelike, so entirely gentle and womanly, that, 
despite the seal he had long ago set upon liis wishes, 
his heart wont out toward her in a groat wave of love 
and longing. But he only spoke to her with the calm 
friendliness of his usual manner. 

" I am cold," she said. " I have just been to Murray 
Hill to make a call of congratulation. The second Miss 
Livingstone is Boon to be manied to Colonel George 
Seabright." 

" Seabright ! Why, he is as old as I am, and Maud 
Livingstone is very young, is she not?" 

" Nineteen last autumn ; but what is that if she loves 
him, and I think she does." 

" But do you think it no Baoriflee when a woman loves 
and mai-i'ies a man older than herself?" 

"I think no marriage is a sacrifice when a woman 
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Some gliat in her oyos inspired him. He looked into 
her face. 

" I think you felt differently once," he said, slowly. 

"I wafi not very well worth loving in those days. I 
neither understood myself nor any one else." 

" But you do understand yourself now, and I do not 
think you have changed your mind." 

"If J have not, I presume you have," she said, 
archly. 

Both hei- hands were in his in a moment. Pride, 
pasaion, power, all looked together from his eyes, and 
then were succeeded by and lost in a strong, pure ten- 

" You will," — that was the first Impulse, — "I mean, 
will you, Marian, will you give up your class at the 
end of this quarter?" 

"For what?" the bright archness lingered in her 
tone, but her pale cheeks flushed with the dawning of 
a new day, and her eyes were too shy to meet those 
which sought them. 

" To be my wife." 

Was it the same Marian Eyre whom he had wooed 
ill vain before whose hands staid in his now so willingly, 
whose lips be kissed with the glad audacity of a happy 
lover? 

"The patient are the strong," a tender ballad says; 
but certainly in this instance the strong was not the 
patient. Perhaps Mr. Upjohn thought that a man who 
had waited thiity-six years for his happiness had waited 
long enough. At any rate, hchunied Marian %vith her 
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preparations until he had shortened his probation to 
the briefest possible spa«e. There was a little talk 
about a bridal journey, but that she pnt aside. 

" I would rather go borne," she said, honestly. 
" You know I never had any home, never in all my 
life," 

So, not at all reluctant at the change of programme, 
he IJnsied himself in making home ready for her. 

She had been used to relying on bim so long, in 
mattei-8 of business, that for him to assume all respon- 
sibility seemed natural and proper; and it never oc- 
curred to her to wonder that in these arrangements of 
his he neither consulted her taste nor asked any assist- 
ance from her. She went on quietly with her owa 
preparations, more simple, indeed, than they would 
have been once, but not without a certain distinguished 
elegance, lacking which Marian would not have been 
hei-self. 

At last, one afternoon, they were quietly married in 
church, and drove away together to their home in a 
pleasant up-town stiect 

When she stepped into the hall with hei husband's 
welcome spoken low ind ten lei m hei cii, Maiiin 
began to recognize some old acquuntinces, — certain 
bronze knights m ^imoi whom she hvf, fiist, jeais ago, 
in the shop of a noted Roman fabricant ; a cuckoo 
clock on a bracket of Geneva wood-carving ; an antique 
table with a curious vase upon it. 

Watching her face, Mr. Upjohn led her through the 
bouse. Here a sofWyed pictui-e hung ; there a shape 
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in marble gleamed ; yonder a well-kiiown group in terra 
cotta told its old story. In her. own room, her Hope 
and her Psycho and her soft-eyed Saint Catherine kept 
watch and wai-d. They had heen removed while she 
was at church to the place appointed for them. Every- 
where was some heloved relioof the old days, — not one 
of her treasures missing. 

" 7ou bought them all?" she asked, at last. 

"Xes, dear; with no thought or hope, then, of this 
happy, happy day, — but because, even then, I loved 
you too well to see any thing you had helped to select, 
or care for, pass into the hands of strangers." 

" Ton know I cannot thank you," she began, but 
just there she broke down utterly, a veiy woman in 
her happiness, and wept such tears as all true women 
who have loved happily can understand. Round her 
were all her household gods, and she had found, at iaat, 
her rest and her Lome. 
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TT THOSE house is that behind the elms?" aated 



a stranger, ( 

Israel King, landlord of the only inn the good town 
of Essex could boast. Strangers frequently made this 
inquiiy, for the house in question was by far the 
most noticeable in the little village. The eituatiou, on 
the top of a gentle hill, was in itself fine. Noble old 
ti-ees, stately enough to have been the pride of some 
English park, surrounded it, and between their foliage 
you could catch tempting glimpses of a laj'ge, hospi- 
table-looking stone mansion. 

"Yes, that 18 a hansum house. Tou are not the 
ftiEt one, by a good many, to ask who it belongs to," 
commenced the landlord in his circumlocutoiy fashion, 
nibbing his bands and sitting down as who might, if he 
was urged, a tale unfold. " I calkerlate it's about as 
hanaum a house as you'll find in a countiy village any- 
where, and Jui^ge Elliott, the man who owns it and 
lives in it, is a fine man, — a master fine man, X call 
him, though there's been some hai'd talk about him, but 
that's neither here nor there;" and Israel shut his 
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lipB togethev as one not to be induced to tell any thing 
more, — at least not without urging. 

By this time, however, the stranger's curiosity was 
really aroused; besides, he had a lonely morning to 
pass before he could attend to the busineas which had 
brought him to Essex, and what could while away the 
hours more agreeably than to listen to a stoiy, — a 
veritable New-England romanoe? So he fell in with 
the landloKl'a humor, and urged the worthy publican 
to his heart's content. ■•-'^ 

"Waal," commenced the naiTator, "I dunno as I 
mind tellin' ye, seein' yer a sti-anger bere, an' it can't 
do no hurt, ef it don't do no good. It's nigh onto 
fifteen yeai- ago ; let me see, — yes, 'tvyas seventeen 
year ago last spring, — how time does fly, don't it ? — 
when Jacob Elliott, he wan't judge then, come to 
Essex and hung out his shingle. He was a master 
smart young lawyer, an Englishman bora, and he'd 
lai-nt most of his law in England. Anyhow, he'd got 
admitted to this county bar some way, and he'd prac- 
tised a year over in Simsbury afore he come here. I 
never see any young man corae up as he did. 'Twant 
long afore he was on one side or t'other of about 
every hard case that was tried in Har'ford county, and 
the side he was on most gen'ally come ofi" ahead. 
When he'd heen here seven year they chose him Judge 
of the County Court. 

"But I'm gittin' afore my story. He hadn't been 
bere long when he got acquainted with 'Lizabetb 
Mills. I dunno as you'd a called her hansum, — moat 
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o' folka didn't, but somehow I liked the looks of her 
bettei-'n any giil in Essex, and I guess 'Sqaire Elliott 
was pooty much o' my opinion. 

"She wan't small,~ruther above middle size, I 
guess you might call her neither slim nor stout. She 
had kind of a stately form, and my good woman used 
to say she made her think of oar horse-chestnut tree, 
— not a bit too large for her height, and not a bit 
too tall for her size, but shaped jnst as trae as a die, 
and kind o' lofty lookin', as if small things couldn't git 
nigh her. Sh^s kind o' poetical. Miss King is, and she 
alias thonght a master sight of 'Lizabeth Mills. So did 
everybody, for that matter. All the old folks was greatly 
took up with her, she was so perlite and respectful and 
willin' to talk with 'em. The young girls all liked 
her. She was so neat and so smart, — she knew how 
to twist a ribbon or tie a bow better'n the best of 'em, 
and she was alius ready to help other folks. Besides, 
she never inteifei-ed with their sweethearts. The little 
childi-en, — it did beat all how they took to her. She 
alius had some nice stoiy to tell 'em, and she made 'em 
rag-babies, and did a heap o' things for 'em the other 
girls was too full of beaux and finery ever to think o' 
doin'. When she went amongst the little ones they 
was alius all over her to once, and she never seemed a 
bit put out by 'em. Her face would kind o' kindle up 
when she see how they loved her, and my good woman 
said the smUcs she would give 'em it did her heart good 
to see. ' She ought to be maiTied and have some of her 
own, she loves 'em so well,' says Miss ICng. I was 
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pooty nnicb of the same opinion, but we used to think 
it was main doubtfnl whether she ever got manied; 
the young men was all afraid of her. Truth to tell, 
they was the only human critters who was oneasy in 
her company. Old folks and yoong folks, children and 
grandparents, all felt fi"ee and easy with her, but the 
young men hung off. Girls that wan't good enough to 
tie up her shoe-strings got courted and married, but 
she got along to tweuty-three, and I don't believe any 
chap had e^er bo much as walked home with her fi'om 
meetin' or singin' school, exceptin' her own brother 
"William. 

"Her father — everybody called him 'Squire Mills, 
he'd been Jaetice of the Peace nigh onto twenty year 
— was one of our fust men. He owned the best farm 
in Essex, and folks kind o' looked up to him. They 
lived in hansummer style than most on lis, 'specially 
alter 'Lizabeth grew up. She had a mighty sight o' 
taste, that girl had. Theii- parlor used to look, of a 
summer day, like a little garden, with pinks and roses 
put all round in cheney aancers and little glass dishes. 
He hadn't but them two children, 'Squire MUls hadn't, 
and they did think a main sight of one 'nother. 'liza- 
beth was jest two years the oldest, but WilUam was 
taller than she was, and they was alius together. 

" But you'll think I'm steevin' a good ways fi-om 
my story. Tmth is, I ain't so young as 1 used to be, 
and my thoughts have got slow 'long with my steps, 
and like jest about as well as my feet do to stop among 
the old places and rest. Never mind, it all lias some- 
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thing more or less, to do with Jacob Elliott. lie come 
to Essex when Xizabeth was jeat about twenty-three, 
aiirl I calkcrJate he wan't fur from thirty. As I was 
sayin', 'twaii't long afore he got acquainted with 'Squire 
Mills' folks, and he and 'Lizabeth seemed to take to 
each other from the ftist. He was over there most every 
night on one excuse or another; and they read to- 
gether, and talked, and walked about under the trees ; 
bnt somehow I didn't think the courtin' seemed to git 
along very fast. The young man grew thin and pale, 
and somethin' seemed to worry him mightily. You 
had to speak to him twice afore he'd hear you, and 
everybody noticed how absent-minded he was. Most 
o' folks laid it to his bein' 'fraid of 'Lizabeth ; she had 
carried seoh a high head to all the young men. But 
my good woman sees about as fur into a millstone as 
anybody, and, says she to me, ;— 

'"Israel, you may depend 'tain't no sech a thing. 
He understands 'Lizabeth too well to feel 'fraid of her. 
He's got somethin' to trouble him that we don't Icnow 
nothin' about. Maybe he feels too poor to be married.' 

" The time come afterwards that we understood those 
symptoms better, but my good woman was right when 
she said he had somethin' to trouble him that nobody 

" Waal, things went on in that fashion fur some time, 
and one night — it was a summer night, and dark as a 
pocket — I was outside of the house, sittin' down to git 
cooled oif under the horse-chestnut ti-ee, in front there 
by the roa<1, and I see 'Squire Elliott come out o' 'Squire 
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MUIb' gale, — that is 'Squire Mills' house, tJie third one 
irom here, on the other side of the road. I could see 
him in spite o' the dark, — I'd been out so long my eyes 
had got used to it. I dunno as I told ye he took his 
meals at our house, bat he lodged in his office, just be- 
yond here. As he come along by where I was sittin', 
I heard him say to himself, he spoke kind o' finn lilie, 
as if he'd made up his raiud, — 

"'Well, I shall tiste happmess now Dear girl. 
Gtod knows I would die befoie any hnim should come 
to her, but I cannot tell her my secret She would 
never see the matter is I do ' 

" Arter his office door had shut, I went into the house 
and told Miss King what I'd heerd. My good woman 
never was no gossip. 

" ' Waal, Israel,' says she, when I'd told her, ' keep it 
all to youi-self. If 'Squire Elliott don't choose to tell 
his secrets, don't you go and let on that he's got 'em. 
He knows his own business best, and he'll do about the 
tight thing, I guess. He's a good man ; he shows it in 
his face,' 

"Waal, I took Miss Kng'a advice. I didn't say 
any thing, and the next day we heerd that'Squu'e Elliott 
and 'Lizabeth Mills had promised to have one anotlier, 
and would be maiTied that fall. From that day 'Squire 
Elliott seemed to have put off his trouble, whatever it 
was. He had a quick heaiin' and a kind word for 
everybody, and his face — he was a master hansum 
man — seemed all kiiidied up with hope. 

"Where his stone house stands now was a good, 
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I'oomy two-atory wooden one then, and 'Squire Mills 
owned the place. It was ruthcr old-fashioned, to be 
Bare, but it had been a good house in its day, and all 
the trees and every thing o' that sort was jest as han- 
sum tben as tbey aro now. Jacob Elliott wan't wuth 
a great deal, but old 'Squire Mills give a deed o' the 
place to 'Lizabeth, and fitted it up a little, and that fall 
they was married and went to livin' in It. 

"You never see a happier couple. For the next five 
years I don't believe they knew what tronble meant, 
only I reckon 'Lizabeth would have liked some children, 
and they never had none. Babies came thick as hops to 
folks that had nothin' to take care on 'em with and didn't 
want' em, and 'Squire Elliott's practice grew bigger, and 
he made more and more money every year, and there 
was only tiiey two to use it. Maybe 'twas my notion 
that 'Liaabeth wanted any more. At any rate, they 
was all bound up in ea«h other, and they seemed happy 
as the day is long, 

"At last the 'Squire concluded to build, and they 
went home one summer, and staid to old 'Squire Mills'. 
In the mean time the old house was tore down, and 
that big stone one put up in its place, and in the fell 
they went to honsekeepin' again. There didn't seem to 
be any human comfort wantin' to 'em then. That winter 
'Lizabeth jined the church. She alius had seemed as 
good as a saint to me, but Miss King said, after this her 
feoe was like the face of an angel, and her voice was so 
tender and full of love to everybody that it moat made 
the teai's come in your eyes to hear it. 
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"The nest year they chose him Jii^ge, antl now 
Judge Elliott was quite a great man among lis. They 
looked up to him more than ever, and folks that hadn't 
seen any beauty in 'Lizabeth Mills' iaoe begun to think 
her a 'mazin* flne-lookin' woman, now her husband was 
Judge, and she wove siUi^ and satins stiff enough, as 
Miss King said, to stand alone. Most folks would 'a 
been set up, in her place, but she hadn't half so high 
and mighty an air to anybody now as she used to put on 
to the young men when she was 'Lizabeth Mills. She 
was a true Christian, if there's one on earth, I b'iieve, 
and she did all the good she could to everybody. It 
seems mdn hard that heavy trouble should come to any 
one so good as she was, but the Seripter says that the 
Lord chastens those He loves, and maybe, though we 
couldn't see it, her heart was sot too much on this 
■world. 

"The next summer arter the one Jacob Elliott was 
chosen Judge there eam.e a stranger to my house, — 
I've kept tavern here for twenty-five year, summer and 
winter. He was a gentleman, I saw that the minit I 
pat my eye on him. He looked sometbin' like Judge 
Elliott, I couldn't help thinkin'. He was younger, and 
bis featera wan't much like the Judge's, only there was 
a kind of a look, — what you might call a family like- 
ness. He told me if he found it pleasant here, he might 
stop several days, and he should like to git acquainted 
with some of the people in the village. He was an. 
Englishman, he said, travellin' in Amei-ica for pleasure, 
and he thought the best way of judging of a country 
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was to know somethio' about its inhabitants. Then, 
says he, kind o' careless like, aa you asked me this 
mornin', — 

" ' Who lives in that hansuin stone house behind 
the elms ? ' 

" I told him it was Judge Elliott, and that he was an 
Enghshman. He seemed mightily interested at once, 
and I went on and told him all I knew about the Judge, 
BO fur; jest as I've told it to you, only I didn't speak o' 
the words I'd heerd him say the night arter he got en- 
gaged to 'Lizabeth Mills. 

" When I'd got through, says he, — ' Thank you, Mr. 
King,' — ho was a mighty perlite, smooth-spoken man, 
— 'I have been very much interested in your story. 
Would you feel free to take me over to Judge Elliott's, 
and introduce me ? I should like to make his acquaint- 
ance very much.' 

" ' Free,' says I, ' bless your heart, anybody feels free 
to go and see Judge Elliott, — there isn't a kinder or 
more hospitable man anywhere.' 

" With that I went into the house and brushed up a 
little. Then I clapped on my hat and started off. It 
wanted jest about two hours of dinner time. It hap- 
pened that tlie Judge himself oame to the door. 

'"How do you do, neighbor King?' says he, inhia 
pleasant, friendly way, and then his eyes fell upon the 
stranger gentleman, I could have sworn that he turned 
as white as a sheet to his very lips, but the next second 
I doubted my own eyes, for his smile w!^ so composed 
and pleasant, and his manner so natural that it didn't 
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Bsem as if any thing cool's have stivred bim up enough 
to make hiin turn pale a mioit afore. 

"'Perhaps,' thinks I, 'it was only in my eyes, and 
perhaps it might have been a sufUlin paiu come ovef 
him.' 

" So I took no notice. Says I, — 

"'Judge Elliott, this is Mi-. Robert Armstrong, an 
English gentleman, who would like to git acquainted 
with you.' 

"He shook Lands heai-tily with the stranger, — he 
was alius a master cordial man, — and then he invited 
US in. The time passed quickly, and, fust we knew, it 
was dinner time. We had sot talkin' two houi-s. To 
be sure J hadn't talked much, I I'eckoned it wam't my 
place ; no more had Mr. Armstrong, fur that matter ; 
he'd seemed satisfied to sit an' hear the JutJge talk and 
look at him, and sure enough I'd never seen Judge El- 
liott more sociable, and he alius was a mighty good 
talker. When I see it was dinner time I made a move 
to go, but the Judge wonldn't hear to no sech thing. 
We must both stay and take dinner with him, he said. 
Fust I thought I'd go home and leave Mr. Armstrong, 
but arter a good deal o' pressin' I agreed to stay too. 

" Jest then Miss Elliott come into the room. You've 
no idee how gi'and and kind o' splendid she looked in 
that hansum parlor. It seemed jest made for her to 
live in. She had on a silk gown, sort of a dove color, 
and it trailed along behind her on the carpet when she 
walked. She had moi-e hair tban any other woman I 
ever see, and it was braided that day, and wouhd round 
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her head aomethin' hke pictures you've seen of queens. 
She couldn't a looked more li/ce a qaeen ef she'd been 
bom one, — so stately as she was, with hev silk dress, 
her fiale face, and her dark eyes, with pride and kind- 
ness both in their looks. I tell you I was a little set 
up to have the Englishman see in a Har'ford County 
Connecticut girl a woman they'd a' been proud of in 
Queen Vic's court. I see he was struck all of a heap 
with her, to once. He talked with her very quiet and 
respectful, and she was sociable and yet dignified to him, 
and real friendly to the old tavern-keeper she'd known 
ever sence she was knee-high. 

" It didn't want very keen eyes to see that the Judge 
was prouder o' her than of house and lands ; and every 
now and then, in the midst of her talk, she would look 
at her husband, with eyes runnin' over full of love. I 
tell you, stranger, it ain't eveiy man that gits looked at 
like that in hia jouniey through this world. I could 
see 'Ai-mstrong noticed her looks and understood 'em 
as well as I did. 

" Waal, pooty soon we had dinner, and a nice one it 
was, too ; and when it was over, the Judge invited us to 
walk out into the gi-ounda. Miss Elliott, she stayed in 
the house, and artcr a little T got kind o' strayed away 
irom 'em, I hadn't any idee of their having any pri- 
vacy to talk, but I thought they might get better ac- 
quainted without me than with me. 

"There's a double walk round back o' the Judge's 
house. Throe rows of pine-trees are planted thick to- 
gether, in kind of semicircular fashion ; a middle row 
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and two outside ones. Between the middle row and 
each outside one is a walk where you can never hear a 
footstep, the dead pine leaves cover the ground bo soft 
and thick. Somehow the shade looked invitin', and 
arter a little I went into one of these walks. It was 
the outside one, furthest from the house, and pooty soon 
I heard Jadge Elliott's voice, and knew't they were in 
the other one. 

" Bimeby I looked through, between the trees. I 
knew the gi-een was so thick they warn't likely to see 
me, and I thought I'd jest ^ve 'em a good look, as they 
walked slowly along, and see ef it had all been my im- 
agination about Mr. Armstrong's lookin' so much like 
the Judge. They were pacin' under the pines, and the 
Judge made some remark and seemed waitin' for an 
answer. Just that nainit Mr. Armstrong — he was a 
little ahead — turned round suddenly and stood full in 
IVont of Judge Elliott. 

"'My brother,' he cried out, with sort of a tender 
yeamin' in his voice, 'my own dear brother Alfred,' — 
I was lookin' at the Judge and I saw that same strange 
look pass a second time over his face, turnin' it white 
to the lips. But, as afore, it went away in a minit, and 
he gave Mr. Armstrong kind of a puzzled, surprised 

" ' Do not deny me, you cannot,' the stranger went 
on, his voice gatherin' up passion and energy. 'Ton 
are my brother, my own elder brother Alfred. Did 
you think J would believe you were dead ? Did you 
think I would never find you ? I loved you too well, 



3c by Google 



270 SOME WOMEN'S HEATITS. 

— my heart clung to you as to my life. I felt in my 
heart that the world still held you. I have hoped and 
waited all these years, and at last it came abont in tho 
very strangest way. I happened to see a few numbers 
of the JVbrth American Jieview, and there were some 
articles in them which I knew were yours. There was 
no name to them, but I could not fee mistalien. They 
advocated some of your favoiite old theories ; they had 
exactly yonr cast of mind, your very tui'us of expres- 
sion. I thought no labor too much by which I might 
hope to find my brother ; so with only this clue I crossed 
the ocean. I came to Boston and learned the name 
and addi'ess of the author of those papers, and then I 
came here to find you. The landlord sti-engthened my 
conviction by telling me you were an Englishman, and 
had not been in this countiy more than nine or ten 
yeai-s. And now I have seen your well-known smile ; 
heard your well-kaown voice; felt the touch of your 
hand. Do yon think you could deceive me now? Oh, 
Al^ Aif, you will not try to shut me out of your 
heart ? ' 

"At that moraOJit he made a movement as if he 
would throw himself on his brother's neck, and Judge 
Elliott drew back real quiet and dignified. Armstrong 
had forced me into believin' him by his eai'nestness, but 
I must say I was staggered by the Judge's cool, calm 
manner. I eoulda't believe any brother could put it 
on ai-ter liateniii' to sech words. I begun to think the 
stranger must be on a wrong track. 

" ' I am more than puzzled by what you say,' an- 



3c by Google 



THE JUDGE'S WIFE. 271 

Bwered the Judge, in his gi-ave, perlite way. ' My 
name is uot Alfred Armatvoiig, but Jacob Elliott. I 
am an Englishman, it is trae, but I think if you will 
look at me again yoa will convince yourself that we 
have never met before.' 

'"Oh, Alf, Alf,' cried the stranger again, 'this is too 
cruel. I cannot bear it. I will not. To have hoped 
for this meeting for ten long years and then be cast off 
like this. I know that woman I saw in the house 
would be an excuse for a good deal, but I swear to yoa 
I will not interfere with your happiness. I will not ask 
you to take your first wife back. I will not betray you 
to a soul on earth ; only call me brother ; only let me 
into your heart,' and he made as if lie would have 
thrown himself at Judge Elliott's feet, and stiU the 
Judge drew back and answered calmly, and yet sort o' 
cuttingly, — 

"'I should be sorry, my dear sir, to suspect you of 
being a monomaniao, but I am at a loss to account for 
your vagaries in any other manner. The only wife I 
ever had le Mrs. Elliott, the lady I had the honor of 
presenting to you. I have no brother, and never had, 
and if you persist fiirther in this strange talk I shall be 
obliged to bring our interview to a close.' 

" I declare, sir, I wish you coald a' heard how that 
Armstrong did beg. I can't tell it over, rightly, so I 
won't try, but it acterly squeezed the teare out o' my 
eyes, and I ain't one o' the cryin' kind. He couldn't 
a begged harder fur his life. He kep tellin' over all 
sorts of boy capers that he said they had cnt up to- 
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gether, — te talked about his mother, and how she 
told 'em to love one 'nother when she was dying ; and 
he promised to go away satisfied if the Judge would 
only call him brother once, and Jet him go otF thinkin' 
they two loved one 'nother as they used to. 

"But 'twan't no use. The Judge didn't flinch a 
hair. He wan't apparently no more moved than a 
stone. He kep jest as perlit« and smilin' as ever, 
until at last he seemed to git tired o' listenin', and then 
he put a stop to the talk rather stenily, and turned to 
walk away. I never shall forgit how Armstrong's face 
looked that minit. Somethin' like pride seemed riz up in 
him at last, and he cried out in a firm, strong voice, — 

"'Alfred Armstrong, I will trouble you no more, — 
I will never trouble you agiun. Oast me off and deny 
mc, it you will, — foiget your dead mother and your 
\ 001 old living fatlitr, and scorn every tie of blood 1 
Go on in sm, yea, sm, and the time will come when 
my ftce shall haunt you ; when you won't die easy 
without my foigiveness, which you must ask for before 
you have it.' 

" The Judge never made no answer. There was a 
mighty strange look on his face as he walked away, aa 
if he had fixed ail his featui'es jest so, so't they 
shouldn't tell no story. I was puzzled, you may 
depend. I didn't know what to make of any on't. 
When you heerd Armstrong speak you couldn't help 
believin' him, and then agdn I thought he must be 
mistaken, 'cause I didn't think any nateral boni brother 
could a' stood it out agin them words as the Judge 
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Lad. And. then I see some things that didn't look 
quite reasonable to that view o' the case, so I had to 
give it up. I was mighty shamed o' listeuin', I con- 
fess to you, bat I hadn't had no notion o' doin' on't in 
the fast place, and I dunno but most men would a' 
done the same thing if they had stood in my place, 
alter they'd heerd the beginnin' oa't. Anyhow, I went 
out o' the other end o' the pine walk, and dodged 
about among the trees, and went into the parlov, and 
I don't think Judge Elliott ever mistrusted, fi'om that 
day to this, that I heerd him. 

" It wan't move'n ten minutes afore he and Mr. Arm- 
strong come in together, as perlite and eivii as possible, 
but I didn't think there seemed quite as much friendli- 
ness betwixt 'em as there had afore dinner. Mr. Arm- 
strong apologized lor keepin' me waitin', and pooty 
soon we stai-ted for home. Yoa may Vlieve 'twan't 
long afore I'd told Miss King all about it. 

" That's one o' the prime comforts o' havin' a good 
wife. When yoa want to tell somethin' so you can't 
keep it in no longer, yon can go to her, and it's jest as 
safe as it was afore. She didn't know what to make 
on't no more'n I did, but she charged me to keep it all 
to myself, and I may say I didn't need no caution on 
that pint, for Judge Elliott wan't a man a body'd like 
to ^t sot a^n Mm, and indeed I liked him and his 
wife both, too much to want to make 'em any trouble. 
Ef there was any thing at all to Armstrong's story, wife 
and I concluded that the Judge had bad a wife in 
England and been divorced from Ler, and was afraid 
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to have it come out for fear 'Lizabeth wouldn't live 
■ttdth him ; knowin' how strict she was about them 
mattei-8. Ef that was the case, Miss King said there 
was some excuse for his not ownin' his brother, for we 
all knew that he sot his life by 'Lizabeth. But we were 
fur enough from guessing the truth. We wan't much 
surprised when Mr. Armstrong p^d his bill and left 
the next mornin'. Wo kcp all these things to our- 
selves, and I may safely eay that's moro'n some people 
would a done; maybe more'n I should a done ef I 
hadn't had my good woman to help me. 

" Arter this time it seemed to me that I could see a 
little difibronce in the Judge, I reckon no one else 
noticed it, but I could see that he was more silent, and 
when he wan't talkin' there was a look in his face as if 
some heavy ti'ouble had settled down on his heart, 
I guess be was more'n ever soft and tender to 'Lizabeth. 
Folks said, laughingly, that he seemed to be afraid he 
should lose her if she was out of his sight a minit ; 
and, ti-ue enough, when he was to home they wan't 
never long separated. 

"It went on thi-ee months, and then, 'long the fust 
of October, the Judge was suddenly took down with 
bmn fever. I 'spose all these things had been a 
Larassin' him till he couldn't keep 'em under no longer. 
From the fust day he was took down he waa jest as 
crazy as a loon. Miss King alius was a m^ter hand 
at nussin', and she thought so much o' 'Lizabeth that 
she went right over there and told 'em she'd stay by, 
pretty niuoh o' the time till the wust was over. After 
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she'cl been tliere twenty-four hoars, she come home to 
see to things a little, and she told me it was enough to 
break a body's heart to hear how the Judge went on. 
Sometimes he'd start up and say, real firm, — 'My 
name is not Alfi'ed Armstrong. I am Jacob Elliott.' 
Then sometimes he'd cry out, so pitiful, to his brother 
to come haok, — that he never meant to send him off, 
— he did love him, and alius had. Often and often he'd 
say, ae humble as a little child,— 'TFoji'f you forgive 
me, brother Eobert ? You told the ti-uth, I can't die 
e£By without it, — oh, Robl' 

" Other times he'd shout out to him to be gone, — 
that 'lizabeth was his wife, the only wife he ever did 
have, or would have, — nobody should take her away. 
Then again Le'd put on a smilin', perlite face that was 
WU83 than any on't to see, and he'd say, — 

" ' I nevei' saw you before, no, sir, never. Excuse me, 
but you are entirely mistaken.' 

" I 'spose Miss King undevatood these things a good 
deal better'n 'Lizabeth did, but, of course, she couldn't 
explain nothin'. Ho kep goin on so, day arter day. 

"Gen'ally I used to see my good woman once a day, 
and she told me it did beat all how 'Lizabeth bore it. 
She was jest as white as a sheet. Miss King said, but 
she kep over him night and day, and never seemed a 
bit tii'ed nor sleepy. Wife had a sofy in one comer o' 
the room, where she used to lie down and sleep nights, 
for she was determined not to leave 'Lizabeth, and, 
spite o' restiu' a good deal, she was pretty well tuck- 
ered out : but she said 'Lizabeth didn't seem to know 
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what tired meant. Miss Mills, 'Lizabeth's mother, -was 
old and feeble now, so't she couldn't be there, and wife 
tried to be a mother to the poor, troubled critter aa 
well as she could. 'Lizabeth was one o' them kind 
that don't love easy, but when they do love it's deep. 
Miss King said if the Judge died she thought they'd 
both go together. 

" One morniii', when he'd been siek a little more'n 
a week, I got up eai-ly and went out door. It was 
jest about the finest momiu' I ever see. The sua was 
comin' np red and round, and the trees was gi'cen as 
ever in some places, and in others they looked as if 
they'd jest been sot afire. I don't portend to think 
much o' sech things, but somehow, that mornin' took 
right hold of me, and made me feel soft-hearted, but 
maybe I shouldn't remember it so well ef it hadn't been 
for what camo aiter wards. 

"Jest then I see Miss King a comin', and I went to 
meet her. Somehow I was 'mszin' giad to see her. 
There hadn't been a soal to stop to the house sence the 
Judge was eiok, and there hadn't been no partikler need 
of her in a business pint o' view, but somehow things 
alius look lonesome to home when a woman ain't about. 

" When I come up to her, though, I see pretty soon 
that somethin' more'n common had happened. At fust 
thought I didn't know but the Judge was dead, and I 
asked her. 

"'No,' says she, 'but I duimo but he'd better be 
afore all comes out that's got to.' 

" She wouldn't say no more till we'd got into the 
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house and sot tiown togetheij all alowe. Then she told 
me how, the night before, as she lay on the aofy in the 
corner, and Miss Elliott sot by the Judge's bed, he 
woke up, and she could see in a miuit that he was 
rational again. She said she'd been talkin' with Miss 
Elliott the minit afore, and aa long as she knew of 
her bein' there she thought no hai-m o' lyin' still, 
though perhaps she'd ouglit to have got up and gone 
out. The Judge was dreadful weak, but he managed 
to put out his hand and touch his wife's. In a minit 
she was bendin' over him and kissin' him as if he'd been 
a baby. Saya he, — 

" 'You do love me, 'lizabeth. All this time when 
yon thought I didn't know any thing I've felt that you 
was hoverin' round me and taking care o' me.' 

" As he said that, Miss King said the teai-s gushed 
right out, and his wife kind o' soothed him, and then, 
pooty soon, he broke out again. He said he couldn't 
keep his secret no longer. It had well nigh killed him, 
or made him crazy for life, keepin' it so long. Then he 
went on and told her how, when he was a young man, 
not much more'n a boy, he'd been married in England. 
He didn't lovo the woman, nor she didn't love him, but 
she was rich, and somehow his folks and hern fixed it 
up between 'em, and he didn't make no objections. 
He'd never been in love then, and sech things was more 
common there than they are here. So he lived with the 
woman a number o' year, and, from not cai-in' any thing 
about her in the fust place, he got to most hatin' her. 

" She didn't suit him no way, and ho began to foe! 
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aa ef all his futur was spilt by mariyin' her. But 
he was too reasonable to lay it all to her. I guess 
he blamed himself the moat. Well, arter a while, ho 
found out, pooty nigh for ceitain, that she hadn't been 
true to him. lie said he s'posed he might a got posi- 
tive proof of it ef he'd a tried, and ef he'd known what 
was comin' arter, be would a tiled. Bat as it was, he 
didn't think he should ever want to many again, and 
he pitied her, and felt like bein' merciful to her. He 
thought it wan't her fault, marryin' as she did, — that, 
maybe, ef he'd a loved her, and been tender and lovin' 
to her, she'd a' kep strait. So ho concluded to leave her 
her good name, and all the money ho had raanied her 
for, and go off in seeh a way that folks would think he 
had killed himself and she could marry the man she 
liked ef she wanted to. 

" It was pooty hard to leave his old father, and hai-der 
stUl to leave his younger brother, who had alius been 
nearer to him than any thing else in the world, ever 
sonce his mother died, but he was pooty nigh desperate, 
and when he'd made up his mind he didn't flinch. He 
como to America, and took a new name. He had 
studied law in England, and he wont into 'Squire 
Holmes' ofBco over to SJmsbuiy, — he'd happened to 
git acquainted with the 'Squire in Boston, where he 
landed, — and pooty soon got admitted to the bar. 
He'd no thought of ever marryin' at that time, but 
when he come here and see 'Lizabeth Mills, he found 
out what love was. 

"'Twould e'en a most melted a stone, my good 
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1 said, to hear him tell iiow lie loved her, and 
what a fight he had in hia own mind afore he could 
make out what to do. lie thought some, ftiat, of going 
back to England and tryin' for a divorce, but he s'posed 
they'd all gin him up for dead there; he didn't know 
as he coald get one, and he knew that 'Lizabeth was 
dead sot f^n 'em. 

"Finally, he concluded that, whatever Alfred Ai-m- 
strong had done, Jacob Elliott had never heen married, 
and he didn't think there was one chance in a thousand 
that anybody'd ever know them two names meant one 
person. Take it all in all, he felt perfectly safe in gettin' 
mai-ried ag^n ; and arter he'd once made up his mbid 
his conscience never troubled him. He persuaded him- 
self that he was doin' right. I've alius noticed it was 
pooty easy to do that when a man's whole heart was 
sot on any thing. Hie life had been as happy as any 
human bein's need to be till arter his brother come. ' 

"He told her all that story, — how bis heai-t had 
yearned over his brother, but he had loved her so much 
better he couldn't run the shadder of a risk of havin' 
to ^ve her up, and so he had sent his brother off. But 
Robert's voice had sounded ever sence in his ear, - — he 
couldn't silence it. Robert's last words had stuck by 
him. Livin' in sin, — he couldn't get that out o' his 
mind, and he had brooded over it until the fever came. 
He had never meant to tell her, but he couldn't go any- 
where else for comfort, and he coaldn't keep it in no 
longer. All Iho way through. Miss King said 'Lizabeth 
had listened without sayin' a word, but she could see 
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by the lamp-ligbt that her face looked as ef it was 
turnin' into stone, and when he got so fur a cry come 
out of her lips, not loud, but a sort of gasp like, as if 
her heart was breakin', and says she, — 

" ' Thank God that I've no children to bear this with 
me.' Wife said she couldn't help thinkin' then how 
often we see that God is blessin' us instead of curein' 
us in keepin' back the very things we hanker arter the 
most. Wben 'Lizaboth had gin that one cry she 
bowed her head down on the bed, kind o' helpless like. 
With that. Miss King said, the Judge seemed as stroDg 
as a lion. He caught her in his arms and kissed hec 
cheeks and her eyes and her white lips. He told her 
she was his wife, — his only wife; the only one he had 
ever loved or would ever own, and, now she knew all, 
they would be so happy together. Surely she couldn't 
think, for one moment, that first maiiiage was binding 
before God, — nobody could. A woman he had never 
loved, who had never loved him. Besides, he was Al- 
fred Armstrong no longer. He was another man now, 
and she was his wife, his own true wife, and no powei- 
on earth had any right to sepai-ate them. Then, when 
she didn't say any thing, he began callin' on her to for- 
give him, and teliin' her if she didn't, he should die 
there afore her eyes: At last tliis roused her, and she 
kissed him once. 

" ' Oh, Jacob,' says she, ' forgive you ! I for^ve you 
as I hope to be forgiven. How you have loved me.' 

" By this time he was all exhausted, and slie soothed 
him and made him go to sleep. I s'pose, in his weak- 
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nesa, he tlionght 'twould be all right now, — she had 
forgiven him, and so they shonld live light along, jest 
as they did afore; bnt, ef he did, he didn't know 'Liza- 
beth. After he had got well to sleep she left him and 
come along to where wife was lyin'. Miss King said it 
seemed ae ef she'd grown ten years older in that one 
night. Says she, — 

" ' Ton heard it all ? ' Wife told her she did hear it, 
and that she [jitied her as ef she was ber own child. 
There was some pride left in her, gentle as she was. 
I s'pose she didn't like to be pitied, and she cut Miss 
King short by askin' her not to mention what she had 
heard, for her sake, till the Judge got better. Thea it 
must all come out, but till then she'd be thankful to 
have it kept secret. Of course wife promised, and she 
didn't consider that she broke it by tellin' tne, fur we 
never had no privacies fi-ora one 'nother. Neitiier of 
ua said a single word to any outsider, but I tell you 
oiu' hearts ached in them days for 'Ltzabeth. Miss 
King was over there pooty much o' the time till the 
Judge got better, and, as fur as she knew on, the sub- 
ject was never mentioned again betwixt him and Miss 
Elliott. But all this time, she said, 'Lizabeth was jest 
the tenderest nuss. She bnilt him up as nobody else 
would a' had the patience to, and at last, when he had 
got comfortable, she went out of the house one No- 
vember mornin', and over to her father's ; and, pooty 
soon, we see old 'Squire Mills hobblin' along arter the 
doctor. 

"She had borne up as long as she could, and now 
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she was took down with a fever herself; and for some 
six weeks we half hoped, half feared she would never 
get up again, I say half hoped she wouldn't, fur it 
didn't look as ef there could be any more comfort fur 
her in this life. We all knew how she loved the Judge, 
and we knew, jest as well aa we knew her, that she'd 
never live with him any moj-e. 

"When he heard she was sick he was nigh upon 
crazy. Jest as soon as he could, he used to crawl over 
to 'Squire Mils' and sit beside hei-. Even her best 
frieads, now it had all come out, hadn't the heart to 
reproach him. It was clear to everybody that he'd sot 
a great deal more by her than he did by his life, and he 
wan't no more the same man that he was six months 
ago than two peraons. Trouble and sickness had broke 
him down as twenty years o' common life couldn't have 
begun to. 

" It was Christmas befoi-e 'Lizabeth begun to set up. 
Eveiybody called her ' Miss Elliott ' jest as they used 
to, and I s'poae 'twould a' come hai-d to her to ^ve up 
the name she had been called by through all the happi- 
est years of her life. When she was toler'ble well and 
strong she asked to see the Judge alone, one day. It 
was the fust time she ever had seen him alone a minit, 
senc« she went out of his house. They had a long talk. 
Nobody knew what they said, but I s'pose she made 
him underetand that they must never be nothin' more'n 
common friends to each other again. When it was 
over she went ujistaira to her room, and wan't seen 
again that day by anybody, and the Judge come out 
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and walkecT slowly along to liis own house, where ho 
innst live alone all the rest of his life, and his face 
looked a'most as if he was struck with death. 

" Arter that he didn't go there no more for some time, 
— then he got to goin' again, maybe once a week, and 
she would sit in the" room with her old, feeble mother 
and talk with him fur an hour together. But I should 
a thought 'twould a been about as bad as not seein' one 
'nother at all. All this time she was urgin' it upon him 
to go to England and make it up with his brother. 
Besides, she told him it waj? bis duty to find out whether 
he hadn't been mistaken about his wife, and, if he had 
been, to live with her agmn, if she wanted to live with 
him. I couldn't see no duty o' that sort about it, 
but 'Lizabeth had got it into her head, and she could 
alius make him do jest about what she thought was 
right. 

" So the next spring he sailed for England, and it 
was nigh upon fall afore he got back again. He had 
found bis father alive, and he and his brother had made 
it all up. As for his wife, the man that he thought she 
was in love with had been dead a number o' yeai-, and 
he heard a good character of her everywhere, so't may- 
be he'd been mistaken in what he thought about her in 
the fust place. Bat she told him she never had loved 
him no more'n he had her, and that, so fur from haviu' 
any desire to live with him, nothin' short o' force would 
ever make her do it. So he come back, as he went, 

"He went to see 'Lizabeth the fust thing, and she 
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was well pleased that lie liad done his duty, but she 
knew hev'n, and she coald never be nothin' more than 
friendly to him again. I don't rightly understand the 
law o' the case, but he couldn't git a divorce fi-om his 
English wife, though she might a got one from him ef 
she'd chosen, but she didn't. 

" I forgot to say that as soon as the matter had come 
out he had resigned his office, but folks call him Judge 
Elliott still, and I s'pose they alius ■will. He's had 
chances enough to practise, for 'most all that knew his 
stoi-y pitied him more'n they blamed him, but he 
hain't done much business sence. 'Twan't long afore 
his father died, and he got some consider'ble money fi'om 
England. He psud 'Squire Mills more'n what the old 
place where he built his house was wuth, and I s'pose 
he'll alius live there." 

" How long is it since ? " asked the stranger, as 
honest Israel King conchided the narrative to wliicli he 
had been an absorbed listener. 

"Waal, I should think a matter o' nine year. Let's see. 
Seven year arter he fust came here be was chose Judge, 
and the next year this affair come out, and he's been 
here in all seventeen year this spring." 

" And he has lived here nine years, only a few steps 
from the woman he loved bo well ; who had thought 
herself, for seven yeai's, his ti-ue and lawful wife, and 
neither of them are dead or mad ? " 

Honest Israel smiled, a shrewd yet sorrowful smile. 

"No, tiiey wan't weak by natur, either of 'em. 
Plenty of women that didn't love half so deep as 
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'Lizabeth would have broke their hearts and died, but 
hers broke and she lives. It's aomethin' like Moses 
smitin' the rock for the water to gush out, ray good 
woman says, for her life has been a constant stream of 
kindness and good deeds ever eence. She don't shet 
herself up in any selfish soii-ow, but I guess she goes to 
the best place for comfoit, ai-ter all. She does jest what 
God tells her. She's kinder than ever to the old folks, 
and I guess she's nigh about the best idee the children 
have got of an angel. She sees the Judge pretty often. 
He goes there every now and then and spends an even- 
ing with her and the old folks. Anybody'd a'poae that 
would be a soiTowful kind of comfort, but it seems to 
do him good ; and every now and then they meet when 
she's on some of her walks, and he talks with her a 
little while, and then goes back into his hansum house 
alone. I should s'pose it must be a pretty hard tussle 
for him to live right along where she used to live with 
him, bat Miss King thinks it's the very reason he want's 
to live there. /She thinks he can kind o' fancy, some- 
times, that 'Lizabeth's sittin' in the old places, and hear 
her voice when it's all still and quiet round him." 

The landloi-d paused, and his gaest was silent also, 
Both were lingering in pensive thought over sorrows 
not their own. At length the old man touched the 
strangei-'s arm. 

" There she comes now," he said, almost in a whis- 
per. " You can go out and walk kind o' carelesa along 
the road, and you'll get a good sight at her." 

The stranger's interest was loo much absorbed for 
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him to paase and consider the questionalile delicacy of 
this course. He went out of the yard, and sauntei'ed 
along tbe atrett. He saw a woman of forty, more 
beautiful, tn him, than any younger face he had ever 
seen. She looked, as Israel King had said, a grand 
woman, strong in body and soul. Her face was still, 
and pale, and fair. Round the lofty forehead was 
limded hau' as dark and luxuriant as ever. Under it 
shone large, cleai' eyes, full of a glory and a light not 
of this world. Heaven's own peace sat on her feat- 
ures, and bmiled in the mouth, sweet as a child's, 
but firm as a martyr's. She wore a quiet, gray dress, 
which suited her as well as the silks and satins of 
earlier days ever could have done. Her step was 
lofty, her port worthy of an empress. 

"Fit for earth or fit for Heaven," he murmured in- 
voluntarily as he looked on her, — "fit for one because 
fit for the other." He could see that " the tranqail Giod, 
who tranquillizes aU things," had sent calm upon her 
life. 

As she walked by Judge Elliott's stately bouse, he 
saw a man go out and speak to her, — a man, to whose 
life calmness, unless it be the calmness of despair, was 
yet to come ; a man, old beyond bia forty-eight years, 
sorrowful, downcast, lonely. He saw this man's faoe 
brighten as she talked with him, and, finally, he saw 
ber gather fi'om the hedge a rose full of dew and 
fragrance, and give it to him, and then-go calmly on her 
way, leavbg some of the glory of her presence behind 
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He went slowly back to the inn, 

" That was Judge Elliott," sincl the landlord, meeting 
him aa he approached. "Poor things! Poor things! 
I s'pose it'll be all squared up and come out right up 
there," and he lifted bis old, weather-beaten face to the 
calm blue of the summer morning eky. Did he see, 
through and beyond the azure, a glimpse of shining 
turrets, the gold and pearl and amethyst of the city 
not made with hands? 

It ia just ten years since my friend, to whom the 
Connecticut innkeeper related this strauge story, re- 
counted it to me. It interested me deeply at the time, 
and it was many months before I ceased to think of it. 
It was obscui-cd, at length, by the interests of my own 
life, and paesed out of my heart aa such tales wili, 
when we have never seen the faces or hear.d the voices 
of the people. Perhaps it would never have come back 
to me, but for a strange chance, or Providence. Look- 
ing over, in an idle hour, the deaths and niamages in a 
file of English papei^s, sent me by a fliend, my eyes fell 
on this : — 

" Died, at Birmingham, Susan Armstrong, wife or 
widow of Alfred Armsti-ong." 

With feelings stronger than an idle whim I marked 
this item, and sent it to the address of the man whom, 
in this " owcr true tale," I have chosen to call Jacob 
Elliott, but who was known by another name to the 
denizens of Hartford County. Perhaps he already was 
aware of his first wife's decease, and had wooed and 
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weddud again tbe Elizabetb of his love ; or, perhaps, one 
or both of them may have gone long ago to the land 
where, we are told, is neither marrying nor giving in 
maiTiage, but whei-e, I love to think, those who love 
truly here will love on for ever. 1 know not. Heaven 
is higher than earth, and nothing is left to blind chance. 
Those two were God'a care, for they were His children. 
Pray for them, ail kind souls 1 
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WE were two girls together, Margaret and I. 
Our motlier was dead, and now that we were 
tlirough school, we kept house for our father, and were 
under very little restraint of any kind. Margaret, 
our Mends said, was her mother's child, I my father's. 
I had, in fact, inherited all that I was from him. 
Strong, muscular organization ; black eyes and straight 
black hair; olive skin; firm, yet pleasure-loving iips; 
haughty forehead; fiery, yet easily soothed temper; 
wai-m afiections, — these were his, and he had given 
them all to me, his oldest daughter. 

Neither of us could remember our mother, but a por- 
trait of her, taken just before her marriage, would have 
answered equally well for Margaret. She died at the 
birth of this her youngest child, jiassing fi-om earth 
gently and sweetly, like a flower which exhales its soul 
in perfume. I have been told that my fathei^'s agony 
was tenible. Grief with him was as the stoiTua in tropio 
climates ; it swept eveiy thing before it with a resist- 
less flood, to which neither reason nor reli^on could 
for the time oppose any barrier. For weeks he could 
not bear to look at the infent thus left him. When at 
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length the calm sueeeedeft to the tempest, and he 
heard, in the quiet, the still, small voice fi-om heaven, 
he learned resignation, and turned for comfoi't to the 
ties which yet bound him to life. The little, white 
thing, lying upon pillows in the nursery or nestUng 
to a stranger's bosom, looked up to hirn with the eyes 
of his early love. He named her Margaret then, he- 
canse it means pearl, and no other name seemed so 
fitting for the fi'ail, fair babe. Besides, he had given 
for her all he had, and to him, therefore, she was indeed 
a pearl of great price. 

My sister was fair. She looked like the women, 
whom the early painters chose for models when they 
painted angels. She had hair of tawny gold, — you 
saw such if ever you paid your respects to Page's 
Venus, Her eyes were, in color, like the sky where ita 
blue is deep and cloudless, and a light shone in their 
depths tender and tranquil as a star. Moreover, she 
had small and delicate features, a mouth to which 
smiles came not too often, but like returning children 
to their home, — you have seen faces where the smiles 
were aliens, and you felt as if they required a safe- 
conduct, — a akin transparent and faultlessly smooth ; 
a shape tall, slendei", and graceful, and you have Mar- 
garet, as chai-ming a blonde as the most ai-dent admirer 
of that type of beauty could desire. She was firm, 
too; those Mr women always are. Her chai-acter had 
plenty of tone and fibre. It is we brunettes who are 
easily moved and governed, after all. I could outstorin 
twenty like Margaret. WhOe she sat calm and quiet 
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and apparently Bubmiesive, I could raise a tempest and 
put the whole house in commotion. But I always 
ended by doing precisely &s she wished. We passion- 
ate souls always yield, if only we find people firm 
enough to remain unmoved by us, quietly persistent 
in their own wUl. 

I think it was because Margaret and I were so differ- 
ent that we were friends in the trae sense of the word. 
I suppose sisters always love eacli other. There is 
duty, natural affection, and all that; you know what, if 
you've read Mra, Ellis, But they are not usually 
friends. Ripening on the same vine, they are as like 
as two peas. There ia no charm of novelty. Their 
society cJoya each other like sweet wine. In our case 
the wine was spicy and pungent. We could never 
thoroughly analyze its titste, and returned each time to 
the draught with new zest and new cmiosity. 

Ton know something about «s now, and I will pro- 
ceed to tell you what we did. 

It was early in the month of June, and a leap-year. 
We were living veiy quietly out of town. Eveiy 
afternoon at five .o'clock papa drove out, his business 
being over at that liour, and often brought with him 
some mercantile ftdend to dine and go back in the even- 
ing, or, if he were not a family man, to occupy a spare 
chamber and drive into town with him in the morning. 
Margaret and I never saw much of these visitors be- 
yond mating oureelves agreeable to them at dinner. 
We voted them old fogies, and never ima^ned any 
possibilities of entertainment from their society. We 
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saw very few young people either. We had so many 
sources of amusement at home and in each other that 
we did not trouble ourselves about beaux and parties, 
and were enjoying a pleasant season as grown-up 
daughters at home, which is very rare, now that girls 
are permitted to step from the school-room to the ball- 
room, to waste their first hloom in the dissipations of 
fashionable life. 

We loved fun dearly, both of us, and that June we 
determined to seek it in a new and not exactly legiti- 
mate channel. The most fi-equent of papa's guests was 
a Mr. Thorndike, — Ignatius Thorndike. He was a 
man some years younger than our father, but we 
thought he could not be much less than forty. We 
were respectively seventeen and nineteen at that time, 
and forty seems fearfully old to girls in their teens. 
We had never tjiought much aboat Mr, Thorndike, — 
lie was the gravest of all those grave merchants, — 
but we knew that he was unmairied. We had heard 
that he was too poor to marry when he was young, 
and, now that he had been successful in business, even 
beyond his hopes, he did not dare to seek a wife, 
: had lost all faith in his own ability to 
and feared lest he should be accepted for the 
i it was in his power to bestow. 

To this grave merchant we resolved to send a lettei-, 
making the freedom of leap-year our excuse, and so 
wording it that it might prove the commencement of a 
correspondence which we thought would be vastly 
entertaining. T Iiardly know winch of us first suggested 
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the idea, but we were both quite carried away with it. 
The composition of this precious document was our 
joint worli;. I have retained a copy of it, which I have 
by me to-day. It reads thus : — 

" Mk. Thokndikb, — I have hesitated long before 
writing you this note. I should not venture to do so 
now were it not that I am emboldened by the license 
accorded to leap-yeai'. To a different man I would not 
write it for worlds, bat I am sare your character is of 
too high a tone for you to pursue a correspondence 
merely for amusement or adventure. If you think I 
am indelicate in addressing you at all, — if you do not 
desire my friendship, you will let the matter drop here, 
— you will never reply to mo, or bestow a second 
thought on one who will, in that case, strive to think 
DO more of you. But should you really value the 
i-egard of a girl who is fearless enough thus to disobey 
the recognized laws of society ; honest enough to show 
you her heart as it is; good enough, at least, to feel 
your goodness in her inmost soul, — then you will 
write. Then, perhaps, we shall know each other better, 
and the friendship thus unconventionally' begun may 
brighten both our lives. Remember I trust to your 
honor not to answer this letter if yon disapprove of my 
course in sending it, — if by so doing I have forfeited 
your respect. Should you reply, let it be within three 
days, and address, 

"GeATIA LlVEKMOIJE, 

" Boston _P. 0." 
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It fell to Margaret's lot to copy the epistle, as she 
wrote far more neatly than I. In fact, she was my 
superior In eveiy thing requiring patience or grace. 
We sent the missive, and, for three successive days 
after its pi'obable reception, we despatched a messenger 
into town to inquire for letters for Miss Livermore. 
None came, however, and we at length concluded that 
our attempt at fun had proved an ignominious failure. 
All that delicate flatteiy had been wasted. Most 
liltely Mr. Thorndike despised his unknown con-e- 
spoiident too thorougiily even to be amused by her. 
We were vexed, both of us. We called him a fussy, 
cross-grained old bachelor, and said, even to each other, 
that we didn't care ; but we did care, we were mortified 
and disappointed. That afternoon, when papa came 
out to dinner, we noticed as he drove up the avenue 
that he was not alone. We were both of us watching 
from oui- window, but Margaret was the fii-st to recog- 
nize the visitor. 

"That odious Mr. Thorndike ! " she cried. "Well, 
thank foilune, Laura, be never would think of sus- 
pecting either of us. Scorn to reply to that letter 
though he may, I'll wager he'd give at least one bright 
eagle to know who wrote it." 

We both of us dressed ourselves as tastefully as 
we could. Mr. Thorndike's well-known avoidance of 
women made us I'esolve that he should at least think 
his friend's daughters not ill-looking. 

Margaret's dress was a pale rose-color, just the shade 
of the spring peach blossoms. It lent its own soft 
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flush to her cheeks. A spray of wisteria was in her 
golden braiiis, and her arms, with the hair bracelets on 
them, shone fair through her thin sleeves. 

I was ill white. It toned me down better than any 
thing else. In fact, I looked well in it. I twisted a few 
roses in my hair, and put a buQch of them at my waist. 
Gi'eat hoops of barbaric gold were in my ears, and 
bracelets of the same were upon my arms. I liked 
Margaret's looks, and she liked mine. We were too 
dissimilar to have any petty jealousies. 

When we went into the drawing-room Mr. Thorn- 

"Good afternoon, Miss Otis; good afternoon, Miss 
Mai^aret," he said, as he placed chmrs for us. He 
added a pleasant remark about being so fi-equent a 
guest, and then retamed, apparently quite forgetful of 
US, to his conversation with papa. 

We left tiiera at the dinner-table at the earliest pos- 
sible moment, and went oat of doors. The grounds 
around our mansion were well kept and spacious. Papa 
liked breathing room, and did not choose to be over- 
looked by his neighbors. 

Wc sought a nook which we both loved, where a 
dusky clump of pines crowned a hiD. In the centi'e 
was a rustic seat, resting on which we could look out 
between the tree-boles toward the west. Tho air was 
full of the rich, balsamic odor of the pines. Under our 
feet the fallen leaves were piled so soft and thick 
you could not hear a footstep. The winds among tho 
boughs talked together all day overhead, and our 
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heai-ts interpreted them; and now, looking afar over 
other hOla, we saw the crimson glory of the sunset. We 
both, for different i-easons, liked to watch it. I, because 
it seemed to belong to me. I oonld fancy myself in 
harmony with those gorgeous colorings, those fantastic 
clouds. The phantom shapes hurried on without rest 
were like my thoughts ; changeful as my moods ; way- 
ward as my life. Margaret liked tliem by the law of 
contrast. She was self-centred and all rest, — a still 
noon, or a midnight lit by a full moon. She enjoyed 
vivid colors, huiTying storms, sudden ebanges, — they 
deepened the sense of her own calm. Silent, with the 
dreamy speoulativeness of untried ^rls, our hearts were 
questioning the future which seemed hiding itself be- 
hind the clouds and the sunset, 

" I think it is a ship. Do you see the spars and the 
trim masts?" 

We both looked up, and there beside us stood Mr. 
Thomdike. We had not beard his step on the soft 
pine leaves. He stood there, looking, as he always 
looked, calm and grave and strong, — much such a 
nature as Margaret's, only deepened by masculine ele- 
ments, Thei-e was enthusiasm in his eyes, softened by 
half-poetic melancholy. They were fixed, not ou us, 
but steadily on the sunset. Perhaps the light in them 
was a refiection from that crimson distance. He went 
on speaking, as much to himself, apparently, as to us. 

"Yes, it is a ship, surely. See, it is sailing on a 
flame-colored river, and the port whither it tends no 
inau knoweth. Life is like it. 
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We were not, we ave, and we shall be. I always liked 
pictttres in tlie sunset, as in the embers. The cloud- 
pictures are best though, for they are on a grander 
scale. There is more room for fancy to fill up." 

I stole a glance at Margaret. His discoui'se, so un- 
practical, so far removed from business, was as much a 
surprise to her as to me. But it was in harmony with 
her thoughts; while at firat I did not like it, because it 
seemed incougiMious with the man. 

« I never heard that castles in Spain were merchant- 
able property," I said, with perhaps alatent irony in my 
tones. Mr. Thomdike looked at me, and the poetic 
enthusiasm in his gray eyes was replaced by the 
shrewd analytic expression which betokened the keen 
man of business. 

" Veiy true. Miss Otis. Yon think, and justlj-, that 
castle-building is a curious pastime for one who has 
been the architect of any thing so rugged and real aa 
his own fortune. You are right. It was certainly 
quite a different subject tipon which I designed to 
speak to you. In advance, I must implore you both 
to forgive my plainn^s of speech. I am a business 
man, little used to ladies' society, and accustomed to 
say my say in the fewest and most simple words. I 
I a letter three days ago signed ' Gratia Liver- 



more. 

Mai'garet was pale, with a look like marble in her 
face. I felt my own cheeks tui-n crimson. Angry 
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tears rushed to my eyes, bat I forced tbem back, I 
beat the ground nervously with my foot. It is a trick 
I have, when I need great solf-control and yet my 
impatience must find some outlet. " Well ? " I said, 
inquiringly. 

" Well," he calmly proceeded, "I knew the hand- 
writing. I have often seen Miss Mai^aret's delicate 
chirography in her father's possession. I recognized 
it, and I recogaized you in the composition, Miss 
Otis." 

"And so you despise us, and have come to toll us 
so?" I spoke defiantly, and looked into Ms face with 
eyes which strove to scorn his displeasure. 

"No, Miss Otis; a moment's consideration would 
convince you that if I despised you I should surely not 
have taken the trouble to speak to you about this mat- 
ter. I believe I am just, — just and honest ; bnt I do 
not pretend to be a man of disinterested benevolence. 
Tour father is my best Mend, and among my few 
female acquaintances none stand so high as his daugh- 
ters in my regard. I was therefore the more pained 
that you should have written this letter. I was not 
influenced by personal feeling. I quite passed over the 
light esteem in which you must have held me to think 
my vanity so susceptible, so easily touched. I thought 
only of yourselves. Had you had a mother this 
would never have happened ; or, if it had, I should 
have found it hard to forgive you. But I always held 
that the best man in the world is not fit to have the 
sole charge of daughters. He is away from them too 
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much. ; he docs not uaderstand their taatea or their 
temperaments. When 1 read that letter how I pitied 
you, because you had been left motherless. Perhaps I 
should have taken no notice of it, had I not thought 
my friendship for your father imposed upon me a duty 
toward his daughters. It was but a giilish freak, and 
its repetition was scarcely to be assumed as a prob- 
ability. Still I wanted to say to you that no young 
girl can be too careful how she trusts her handwriting 
in the keeping of any man. In good society an anony- 
mous letter is considered almost a crime ; and as to 
letters under a lady's own name, perhaps I am conser- 
vative, but it is my opinion that, except upon business 
matters, they should never be written to any gentleman 
save a near relative or a betrothed husband, I have 
no right to say all this, but I have spoken as a 
brother would, to you. who have no brother. Am I 
foi^ven ? " 

Margaret went up to him and offered him her band. 
Her aspect was pale still, but no longer like marble in 
its repose. Her lips quivered. Her soul shone trans- 
figuringly through her fece, and kindled her eyes into 
tenderness, which her rising teal's served to heighten. 
Her voice was fill] of feeling, 

" Not forgiven, sir, there is no need of that ; but you 
have shown yourself our true friend, and we thank 
you, — I and my sister. Do not fear that we shall 
fail to profit by your kindness." 

He held her hand a moment, then be placed in it 
our silly letter and turned away. 
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I oaugSit the sheet from her, tore it mto f 
and scattered them to the winds, 

"What would I give," I cried, "that we had never 
ivritten it. To have disgraced ourselves so in Mr. 
Thomdike's estimation, — it is too bad. I shall never 
bear to see him again; shall you, Margaret?" 

"Ceitainly: I shall see him with far more pleasure 
than before ; for I know now what a true man he is, 
I did not think one met such out of books. 1 can 
almost forgive myself for having written the letter, 
beeause it has shown me such a noble page of human 
nature." 

That evening, despite our mortification, vi&s a very 
pleasant one. Mi-. Thomdike had never before taken 
such pains to malte himself agreeable. We tbund 
hitherto unsuspected delight in his conversation. He 
had thought much and read to good purpose. He had 
lived his forty yeara with open and observing eyes. 

Music was proposed after a while. I "performed" 
well, — so said my teachers and the few critics who had 
heard me. I played difficult music; grand, stately 
symphonies from Mozart and Beethoven; and Mr. 
Thomdike listened — he could not have deceived me 

— with the soul of a genuine music-lover. Margaret 
succeeded me, and she sang a few baliads, — simple 
Scottish lays, solemn and tender with love and death, 

— accompanying hereelf with low, sweet chords, which 
one might imagine the wordless melody of an accord- 
ant spirit, 

"Margaret's music is best," said papa, wiping the 
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teara from his eyes when she concliiiieJ, aad I knew 
she had lieen singing Rome of our mothei's old- 
fashioned songs, calhng back the romance and melody 
of his youth. Mr. Thomdike said nothing, but I 
thought I discerned a treacherous mistiness in his eyes; 
and when she was through he closed the piano, as if, 
having heard those ballads, he wished to hear nothing 
more. Presently he retired. 

During that summer we learned to know our new 
friend well, and we both hked him. We had resjiect 
for his opinions, and even for his prejudices. We 
revered the unswerving integrity of his life, and we 
found more pleasure in his society than we had ever 
found in any man's before. True, we did not know 
many with whom to compare him. We were not yet 
"out," and joung men neie seldom imung papi't 
Visitors Peihaps it was well toi u'j, bef jio we wtot 
mto genei \1 societj, to become so nell acqiiuntLd with 
a stiong, tine min like Ignatiu'i rhomdiLc Aitei 
thit it would be hiid to impose upon us coHnteittit 
coin m lieu ot eteiling gold 

I thmk he took ill the more pleisuie m cui ic- 
(juiiiit ince because his life hid hetetofoie been too 
much ocoupied with business foi him to cultivate fnend 
fehipa among women He wis ceit'tinly vei\ attentive 
to us. Aftei dinnei we used to leave papa to his nap 
and the evening papers, and wander off, we three, into 
the woods and detls which lay not fai' from our home. 
None of us knew enough of artificial enjoyments to spoil 
our zest for the simple pleasures of our quiet life. We 
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rejoiced, like bappy daildren, over a rare flower, a curious 
leaf, or a pretty stone. We talked about every thing, — 
politics, religion, poetry, fashion, business, and finally we 
got one day to talking of love, Mr. Thomdike had no 
patience with flji-tations. He spoke of thom in terms 
of unmeasured severity. He also inveighed bitterly 
against the selfishness of many marriages. He could 
not understand, he said, how a man could ever venture 
to ask a woman not half so old as himself to marry 
him. Only the strongest love, he held, could make 
maiTiage safe or happy, and certainly strong love on 
the wife's 8i<3e, where there was such disparity of 
age, was too rare to be reckoned among the proba- 
bilities. 

" And you think it is wrong to many without a love 
as romantic as the love of novels?" asked Margaret. 

" I think, Miss Margaret, that Hawthorne has written 
a great many strong and true woivis, but nothing truer 
then when he siid, 'Let men tremble to win the h'wil 
of womm, unless they mn along with it the utmost 
passion of hei heart, else it may be then miseiible 
foitune, when some mightiei touch than then own may 
have awakened all hei sen&ihilitie&, to I 
even for the calm content, the marble image o 
which they will have imposed upon her aa the wai-m 
reality.' There are women whom we know instinctively 
to be above all mercenary motives in mai'iiage ; but 
perhaps such, from their very tenderness and purity, 
would he the moat easily persuaded to believe that to 
be love which was only its cold counterfeit. And when 
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such a wife awoke from her delusion to tho knowledge 
of all that might have been and was not, I should pity 
her husband, if a true man, even more than herself; 
inasmuch as I believe it would be easier to bear throngh 
life the burden of an unsatisfied hope than for a gener- 
ous husband to feel that he had snatched the possibility 
of happiness from the woman of his choice, — that he 
had condemned the best part of her nature to perpetual 
solitude. I allude now to oases where a man's only 
fault is want of consideration, selfish haste, neglecting 
to make himself certain of his absolute empire over the 
heart before he accepts the hand. Those other cases, 
where the saciifice of a heait for wealth and a name Is 
deliberately made and accepted, ai-e beneath even the 
discussion of high-minded men and women," 

Margaret had listened silently while he had spoken ; 
now she drew her shawl around her and shivered. 

"It is chilly," she said. " I feel the damp. Let us 
go in." 

At the time this struck me as singular, for Margaret 
was rarely cold. I used often to envy her insensibOity 
to the cold of winter or heat of summer ; her tempera^ 
ment so calm, or so perfectly balanced, that the weather 
had no hold on her. For myself, I liked nothing but 
sunshine. Few days were too wai'm for me ; but I 
sufiered from cold like an East Indian, — gi-ew aguish 
in the slightest draught, and believed devoutly in fur- 
naces and hot air. But I was not even chilly, now. 
However, we obeyed Margaret's motion, and the subject 
of love and marriage was not afterward renewed be- 
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tween us three. It was clear enough, from what Mr. 
Thorndike had said, that he would never seek to marry 
a young gir! ; and even had we been, which we were 
not, match-seeking yoving ladies, it was warning enough 
to US to think of him only as the iriend he had proved 
himself. 

His attentions during that pleasant summer wei'S 
pretty equally divided between us ; if any thing, the 
larger proportion felt to my share. "We did not go into 
town very early that year. We could not bear to 
return to brick walls and paved streets wliile Nature 
was holding her high festival of harvest time. Oh, 
those glorious October days ! Gmn waving on the 
hill-tops; grapes pwrpling on the vines; fl-uit blushing 
on the boughs ; fire-tinted leaves rustling slowly down- 
ward ; prismatic haze floating over all. If you never 
were in the country in October, you have missed some- 
thing you can hardly afford to forego. 

It was November before we were settled in our house 
in town, — a pleasant house, large and commodious, 
looking upon the Common, where the waving of the 
tree-boughs, and the Frog Fond, with its bine water 
and fleets of juvenile ships, do their pleasant best tow- 
ard a little fiction of countiy life, — a sort of vignette. 
A maiden sister of my fether was sent for, and pro- 
moted over our heads to the post of housekeeper. This 
waa in deference to the proprieties, for we were to re- 
ceive company this winter, and go into society, and 
needed a chaperon. 

At firat Mr, Tborndiko came to see us frequently ; 
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tut as soon as we had collected round us a gay circle of 
acquaintances he began quietly to withdraw himself 
from our intimacy. Out of town, where there had been 
no fear of his attentions interfering with any one else, 
he had ^ven us most of his leisure ; but now he evi- 
dently thought the young men who suiTounded us must 
needs be move agreeable. That this was not the case I 
could have answered, — for myself, at least. I missed 
him sadly. Compared with him, the young men of our 
cii'cle — youths well-bora and well-bred, who had never 
fenown the slightest necessity for exertion — seemed 
sadly vapid and uainteresting. I began to suspect 
myaolf of quite as much regard for him as any prudent 
damsel would care to bestow on one who, by his own 
showing, was not a maiTying man. 

If Margaret missed our old friend as much as I did 
she made no sign. Reserved, self-contained, and cold 
as siie really was, to all but the few, she was so sweet, 
and gentle, and courteous in society that she was very 
popular, — far more so than I, who earned my heart 
upon my sleeve. It was not long befoi-e the attentions 
of one, at least, of her admirers began to seem serious 
to me, an interested looker-on. 

He was a young divine, of the poetico-romantic 
school, who was just then making quite a sensation. 
He was handsome; gi-aceful in manners as in pereon ; 
with one of those eclectic natures of which saith the 
proverb, "All's flsh that comes to that net." Milton, 
Shakspoare, godly George Herbert, gentle Elia, Festus 
Bailey, Gai'iyle, Dickens, — who was there, ancient or 
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modern, serioua or proiane, poet or essayist, who hEid 
Bot contributed to enrich his sennona ? 

" Words, deal's," said papa, when we had coaxed him 
to go and heai' Mr. Stannton ; " a great many very fine 
■words ; but where is the soul ? I'm too old-fashioned 
to judge, perhaps, but I confess I like the old grey- 
beai-ds who were young when I was; who learned their 
theology from the Bible ; and who utter their own 
thoughts in their own simple phrase, a great deal 
better." 

Upon this Mai'garet defended the young minister 
warmly, and when I said to her, after we were alone, 
that I had no idea she was so much interested in Mr. 
Staunton, she colored, and, with more of temper than I 
had almost ever seen in her, answered that I had no 
right to infer any special interest on her pai't, but she 
did like to see every one dealt with fairly. 

At all events, there was presently no doubt of Mr. 
Staunton's estimation of her. He showed it by many 
unequivocal demonstrations, and yet not in any way 
which mado it possible for Margaret to repulse him, or 
obliged her, on the other hand, to encourage him. His 
attentions were such as friend might show to friend, 
but accompanied by looks and tones which evidently 
pointed home their moral. I do not know whether 
all this was noticed by outside observers ; I thought 
not. It surprised me a little when, one evening, Mr. 
Thomdike spoke to me upon the subject. 

He happened to call when Mr. Staunton was there. 
Margaret was singing in the music room, which opened 
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out of the parlor. Of course the minister was bending 
over her, and for s, few moments Mr. Thomdike was 
alone with me. 

A little while we both listened to Mai^aret'e voice, 
which floated out to ns clear and sweet. My companion 
had been leaning his head on his hand, thus concealing 
his face ; bnt when he looked up I saw an unfamiliar 
ti-onble in his deep eyes. He spoke hoarsely : — 

"Is she, is Margaret going to marry Mr. Staunton, 
Lam-a? Perhaps I have no right to ask, bnt you know 
you have treated me almost like a brother." 

" 1 have no idea," I answered, honestly, " You have 
seen as much, I imagine, as I have. He is very atten- 
tive, but she is reserved, even to me. I have no means 
of guessing her intentions." 

He tried to smile, but it was a ghastly failure. 

" Well," he said, " God bless her, whomever slie mai-- 
ries, wherever her lot is cast. She will decide wisely. 
It is absurd for me to question it. Her own pure in- 
stincts will not mislead her ; but Mr. Staunton, — Laura, 
I can never think he is good enough for her. Take my 
word for it, there is poverty of heart and soul beneath 
that fine exterior. The soil is too poor for wholesome 
gr^n where all that exotic Inxuiiance of transplanted 
flowers springs up." 

In a few moments more he left. When I urged him 
to stay and see my sister, he answered in a voice I 
should scarcely have known, it was so constrained and 
unnatural : — 

" Not to-night. To-nlglit, at least, you must excuse 
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I needed no more words to tell me that he loved 
Margaret with a love as pure and as strong as his 
manly heart. Had he so loved me, I was conscious 
that I should have returned it. I esteemed hira aa I 
esteemed no other man. Perhaps I had unwittingly 
striven to please him ; but it was here, as in all else, I 
who had failed, and Margaret, my calm, pale, firm 
sister, who had won what she seemed not to value 
after all. Well, thank Heaven and the common sense 
I inherited from my father, I should not die for love. I 
had no story-boob sentimentality about it. If a good 
man, like Ignatius Thorndike, had truly loved me, and 
Heaven had separated us, I cannot answ er foi my foi- 
titude ; but, while I recognized the possible hold he 
might have had on my heart, mj aiiections not hiding 
been sought, were still in my own keeping, and I was 
quite capable of being a true sistoi to him, and enteimg 
with unselfish warmth into his love for Margaret and 
all its accompanying hopes and fears. 

That evening when I was alone with my sister, I told 
her all that had passed. I did not omit to describe the 
expressions which had swept over Mr. Thorndike's face 
or the inflections of his voice. She listened silently. 
Her back was towai'd me as she stood letting down her 
hair before the mirror. I thought her fingers trembled 
a little, but I could not be sure. When I had con- 
cluded she turned round for a moment. I could not 
read her face distinctly, it was shrouded so by the 
golden hair sweeping round it; but I could see that 
her eyes glittered, whether with tears or pride, and 
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that her cheeks were glowing. Her voice was steady 
and unmoved as usual. 

" Thank you, Laura," she said, quietly. " It is un- 
necessary to speak to Mr. Thovndike again upon the 
subject, but should any one ask you hereafter whether 
I am going to many Mr. Staunton you can say no ; 
as I shall certMnly tell the gentleman himself if he 
ever gives me an opportunity." 

She said no more. I longed to sound her as to 
her sentiments toward Mr. Thorndike, but I could 
think of no way. Open as a child in all her acts, Mar- 
garet was resei-ved about her feelings ; and this reserve 
had even grown upon her of late. She went on un- 
di-esaing as tranquilly as if I had not told her that 
Mr. Thorndike loved her, and then knelt down, with 
her childlike instinct of reverence, to eay her prayers, 
for neither great grief nor overwhelming joy had as 
yet taught her how to pray. 

We went out of town early in tlie spring, as we had 
come in late ; but before we went Mr. Staunton's visits 
had nearly ceased. I conjectured, though Margaret did 
not tell me, that he had offered her his hand and been 
i-ejected. His sermons about this time took a melan- 
choly tone. He dwelt much on the fact that we are 
pilgrims and strangers, and have no continuing city 
here ; he bewailed the vanity of life and the unstable 
nature of earthly hopes and dreams. He quoted laigely 
fi'om that school of bards whose con'stant longing 
seems to be to have the grass green and the snow 
white above their graves ; the storrae m hiftliiig ind tlie 
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flowers blooming over them, all at once. In this phase 
of emotional development he was more popular than 
ever, especiiiUy with the young ladies of his flock. 
The dear creatures seemed to have an afiinity for teai-3, 
and take naturally to lamentations ; and as not a few 
were rich and some hatideome, he was in a fair way to 
console himself in lime. 

When we were settled in our suburban home we 
missed Mr. Thorndike'e frequent visits still more than 
in the city. There was a difllerent reason now for his 
not coming to ns. It was the spring of 1858. The 
commercial earthquake which had commenced in the 
fell had been mrabling all winter, and bursting out 
now and then to overwhelm its victims with a financial 
ruin sudden and tenible. Toward spring the failures 
grew perhaps less frequent but more severe ; for firms 
which had struggled bo long, if they went down at 
last, wrought a devastation as fearftil as when Samson, 
blind and old and persecuted long, pulled down upon 
himself the temple of Dagon. Few merchants had 
time for much social civDity. It was all they could do 
to fight their way in the hand-to-hand conflict going on 
around them. Papa said Mr. Thomdike was struggling 
with the rest, — that he had a great many bad debts, 
and it was doubtful how long he would be able to meet 
his engagements. 

" Couldn't you help him ? " I asked, when he told us 
this. 

Papa shook his head. 

"I offered to, but he o lis tinately refused to involve 
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me in any way. '■'So one can do more in thcao times,' 
he said, 'than look out for himself. You have children, 
and I have none. You ai'e an older man than I, and 
not used as I am to struggling and privation. I shall 
remember all my life this fi-iendship, when so few 
would dare to be friendly ; but I must stand or fall 
alone, — I don't know which it will be,' He is a noble 
fellow, girls ; not many like him in these days, when 
people hold honor and faith and Mendship as mere 
fiotions." 

I turned to look at Margaret. I wanted to see how 
she was afiected by tliia praise, but she had gone out of 
the i-oom. 

That day papa, not feeling veiy well, did not go to 
town. After dinner we were all together in the dining- 
TOom. Papa was at the window, where the sunset 
brightened his silver hair. Margaret was half-sitting, 
half-lying on a lounge in the back part of the room, 
and I was on a stool beside her. I think we were all 
partly asleep, papa smoking and watching the blue 
rings float up and away, and we girls dreaming each 
her own dreams. The sound of a horee galloping up 
the avenue aroused us. We heard the rider dismount 
and speak to Patrick, who was at work on a flower-bed 
not far from the house. Then, the doors being open, he 
came without ringing into the hall, and along to the 
dining-room. It was Mr. Thorndike. He evidently 
saw no one but my father, and neither Margaret nor 
I mado any movement. He went straight np to papa 
and sLood befjrc hiju. Ilis face was very wLitt-, but 



3c by Google 



312 SOME WOMEN'S HEARTS. 

calm. His voice did not tremble, but there was a 
sadness in it deeper than taars 

"Mr. Otis," he said, "my struTglt, is o\ei My 
paper was protested to-day. These Itst fnlures have 
been too much for me. I have done mj best, but the 
fruit of my life's toil is gone I shall give up eiery 
cent, and no man can lose much by me, but I must 
begin again at the foot of the ladder,' I who am no 
longer young. But, thank Heaven, I have no one 
dearer than myself to suffer through my misfortune. 
I have repined at my loneliness sometimes, but it com- 
forts me now." 

Papa was betrayed by his sympathy into suggesting 
a thought to his friend which he would never have 
accepted for himself. 

"But can't you save enough to go into business 
again ? It is custom ; every one does it nowadays. 
No one gives up every thing." 

Mr. Thorndike smiled with an indescribable expres- 
sion of patient pride. 

" Deal' sir, you would be the very last to temporize 
with duty yourselfi No, I must presei-ve my honor at 
all costs. I shall go into business again, I hope ; but it 
will be as a poor man, as poor as I was twenty years 
ago. You must feel that this is right." 

" It is right." It was Margaret who spoke. I had 
never seen her so stirred from her usual calmness. 
She sprang from the sofa and walked to Ignatius 
Thorndike's side. "Yes, my friend, you are nght; 
i/ou could do no otlicr way. There is no absolute niin 
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in life save tlie ruin of integrity ; no utter wreck but 
the wreck of honor. Gold is tiied and puvified by 
fire; only the baser metals ai'e destroyed." 

He held her hand, her white, delicate hand, that 
did not look as if there were any strength in it to 
labor. He glanced at her figure, so slender and 
so graceful, aiTayed with such costly simplicity, — a 
woman whom it seemed no poor man could venture 
to win. Then he looked steadfastly in her eyes. What 
did he read there ? They were luminous, as on that 
night when he had given her back oui- silly leap-year 
letter, — when ahe had fii'st discovered how good lie was. 
A flush like the dawning was on her cheeks. A noble 
pride, kindled rather for him than hej-self, shone in her 
face. She looked fit for a hero's bride. But what read 
Ignatius Thorndike in her eyes f He held her hand for 
a moment, gazing at her steadily. Then he said, with 
le^ composure than he had shown before, — 

"God bless you, Margaret; I cannot even thank 
yon," and turned away. As he went out of the door I, 
who was nearest to it, heard him murmur, " I could have 
borne all but this. This makes the cup too bitter." 

I understood then that Margaret's soul had revealed 
itself to him in her look, — that he felt sure of her love. 
I know his first, despairing thought was that he could 
never marry her ; that love had come too late, — come 
but to mock him with tantalizing glimpses of what might 
have been. I was not troubled, however, for I had 
feath in the true hearts of them both, I believe that 
when two belong to each other so that apart their being 
14 
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is incomplete, — so that, in life or death, no other coiild 
nsurp the throne, — it is seldom possible to separate 
them, even in this world. Through pain and weariness 
it may be ; over paths rough with rooks and thorns, or 
lying among shadows; still, were it from far antipodes, 
they will draw near to e;»cli other. By and by Mr. 
Tliorndike would come to understand that to deprive 
Maj'gai-et of himselij of his love, would be to do her a 
heavier wrong than to subject her to one meal a day 
and an attic Not, however, that I apprehended any 
snch romantic catastrophe. The wife of a busine^ 
man, who possesses strong health and active energies, 
can never know hopeless poverty. Besides, papa was 
well enongh able to assist them. There would be only 
he and I left; he could give my sister her fortune now. 
I did not mention any of my speculations to Marga- 
ret. She did not allude to Mr. Thoradike beyond a 
simple expression of her sympathy in his misfortunes ; 
and I respected her reticent delicacy. We did not see 
him again for more than a month. From time to time 
I inquu-ed of papa concerning his affairs. He had be- 
haved nobly, — g^ven up every thing, and refused an 
offer from papa, and two other of his warm ii-iends, to 
lend him a eufficient capital to start again. He had 
sturdily adhered to his preference for independence, 
and was going to establish himself in a commission 
business. I believe I exulted in him — in the integrity 
which no temptations could shake, the self-respect which 
no misfortunes could lessen — as much as if Ms love 
had been mine. 
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It was Jane when he came to us again, — just a 
year, as I happened to remember, from the day at which 
I dated the real begianing of our friendship. He looked 
a little worn by anxiety and labor, but hopeful and res- 
olute notwithstanding. For the first time he ^ked 
Mai^aret to walk with him, and omitted me in the in- 
vitation. I saw them, a few moments afterward, from 
my window, pacing slowly under the trees, her light 
dress gleaming thi'ough the summer gi-eenei-y. They 
were gone a long time. When they returned Mai'gai-et 
came directly upstairs. A tender, womanly light was 
in her eyes; an expression of entire happiness upon Jier 
face. She sat dawn beside me inl laid hei head 
against my ehouldei with a caieism^ mannei which 
was unusual in hei , foi, though deeply ind fervently 
affectionate, she wis selJom demonstritive 

"I am not half woithy ot him, Ltuia,' she said, 
hiding her eyes from me ; " not half worthy of being 
Ignatius Thonidike's wife ; but I have promised to be 
80- I don't know what he sees in me, that noble man, 
— the best man I ever knew, — strong and true as an 
angel." 

I could tell very well what he saw in her, — a bride 
whom amy man might be proud to win ; but those who 
love truly are always humble. 1 did not dispute the 
point; I only ralhed her a little. 

"Do I hear you rightly, Margaret?" I asked, with 
apparent inoi'edality. "Why, don't you remember 
aU Mr. Thorndike siud, last summer, about men who 
asked women a great deal younger than themselves to 
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marry them, -^ how wrong he thought it, how haz- 
ardous ? " 

"That was when they asked hastily; when they 
wooed women wlio were not sure of their own hearts ; 
when they married without knowing, beyond doubt, 
that their wives loved them," 

" And he has no doubt of your love, then ? " 

"Thank Heaven, none; nor I of his." 

Her sweetness and franlsness had quite overruled my 
attempts to tease her, and banished the desire. I canght 
hev in my arms instead, and wept over her passionately, 
— not, Heaven knows, because I was soiTy ; every thing 
had happened as I most wished. I could give up 
my beloved sister to her husband withont a single ap- 
prehension aa to her fntare. Nevertheless the teai-s 
wonld come. They are most women's safety-valve, and 
answer quite as well for occasions of extreme joy as for 
those of sorrow. Mine were contagious, and we had a 
good ery together, — we two, who had been the dearest 
upon earth to each other almost all the years of our 
yonng lives. I could be dearest to Margaret no longer. 
Was there any unworthy jealoasy in my tears ? 

"What will papa say?" I asked, when wo had got 
qniet again, 

" Oh, he is pleased, Ignatius spoke to him first ; and 
indeed, Laura, what could he have hoped for me half 
so good ? As he himself said, he can give me to Mr, 
Thorndike without a donbt or a fear. I know it was a 
long time before Ignatius could make up his mind to 
ask my hand, because he is poor now, and he could 
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not bear to have me share poverty with him; but 
finally " — 

" But finally he bethought himself to do you better 
justice, and not sacrifice your heart and his own to 
what ia, at worst, but a donbtful fear." 

I went donwnstairs presently to see and congi'atulate 
my bi'other-in-law elect. Margaret staid behind ; she 
had need to be alone, she said. I think she prayed 
then. 

It was not long before Mr. Thorndike left. I waa 
going with him into the hall, but I saw a rapid figm-e 
flitting down the sttdrs to join him, and I reti'eated, 
to leave them to exchange together their first lovers' 
farewell. 

They were to be married in the early fall, before we 
went into town, and we commenced the preparations 
at once. I wanted to have superintended Mai'gai-et's 
trousseau, and I thought nothing couJd be too costly or 
too elegant for her. It was a real annoyance when she 
quietly refused to have this and that, because it waa not 
fitting for the wife of a man whose fortune was yet to 
make. But she had always had her own way, — she did 
BO still. Her quiet, persistent mildness was all-powerfuL 

In respect to style of living and expenses I could see 
there would be perfect harmony between her and her 
betrothed. Both were independent, and entirely above 
vanity. I went into the parlor one day, and found 
papa fussing and fretting in a manner quite unusual 
ibr him. 
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"What is tlie matter?" I aslscd, as I went up to 
him. 

" Matter enough. ! One likes to see a very young 
man Quixotic, and heroic, and all that ; but Ignatius 
Thorndike is old enough to take a common-sense view 
of life. I have been telling him I was going to buy 
Mai-gai'et a house and furnish it, and transfer some 
stock to her name ; and instead of thanking me, behold, 
he will have Margaret and nothing else. He is not 
willing I should do any thing for her. If he were rich, 
he says, he should not mind ; but, as he is not, he would 
prefer beginning his married life as suits his altered for- 
tunes. It's absurd, — absolutely ridiculous." 

"And what does Margaret say?" 

" Oh, agrees with Ignatius, of course. She under- 
stands hbn so well that I suppose she thinks it would 
make him unhappy to owe too much, even to hei-." 

It was possible, too, I thought, that Margaret prefen-ed 
to be dependent on her husband. I had begun to un- 
deretand her natui-e now. 

She and Ignatius — the two fii-m, quiet ones — had 
their way. Papa only gave them their furniture, their 
silver, and linen. Mr. Thomdiko rented a small, pleas- 
ant house in town, and it was all fitted up ready for 
them to go into befoi-e they were married. 

It was the fiiBt of October when they went away 
from ne. They had a very quiet wedding. Margaret 
wore white muslin, in lieu of the satin and point lace I 
would fain have selected ; but witJi all her simplicity 
of attire she could not help looking like a queen. 
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Nature had stamped her regina. There was an unut- 
terable content and peace in Ignatius Thoi'udike's fece 
when he came from church with hia wife, — his young, 
true, fair wife; and Margaret looked aa if the duca! 
eti'awberriea would have elevated her less than the un- 
adorned honor of being Mra. Thorndike. 

They had no bridal tour. It was not only that the 
new-made husband had no superfluity of time or means, 
■ — in any eii-oumstances neither of thera would have 
fancied it. Their happiness was not of a kind to requii'e 
change of air and scene. They needed no company be- 
sides each other. We knew this, — papa and I, — and 
did not intrude upon them much at first. After a whUe, 
however, we fell into the habit of spending with them 
Bome portion of every day. In fact, we cannot stay 
away, it is such a pleasant home to visit. A neat little 
house, simple in furniture and adornments, hnt with a 
few sunny pictui-es, plenty of choice books, and always 
fresh flowers in the crystal vase on Mai^ret's table. I 
do not know how the one tidy maid contrives to keep 
every thing so neat, and bright, and smiling. I half 
suspect Margai-et of assisting her ; but her hands ai-e 
as white and ladylike as ever, her dress as faultlessly 
neat and elegant. She never talks about her domestic 
aSaii-s. She is content to love us dearly and welcome ns 
heartily, without presenting constant drafts on our sym- 
pathy in household g evai ces 

Her husband is all Magnets h bb^ I o "1 1 to 1 1 
. — loving, proud, honest anl fea Is I th 1 hp t 
gets that he is ju tl , ^ tl e t ^^1 fo t tu e 
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ge wlien. he hoped to be able to leave it off. 

I by her brave, hopeful love, he knows no re- 
grets. He puts mind and brain into his business dur- 
ing many houra of each day ; bnt he comes home to 
Test and reffeshment, and his beait has a sure anchor. 
Already he is successful. When patience and industiy 
join hands with tact and skill the reward is sure. I 
should not be surprised if Ignatius Thomdite wei-e one 
day to be numbered again among the rich men of Bos- 
ton. But can ho ever be a richer man than now? 
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A QUEER little town, among hills and atreams, 
-^^*- where, under the thrifty, painstaking New 
England farming, the very rocks had hlossomed into 
gardens, and every little brook had to turn a big mill- 
wheel. A place that might have been poetical, if it 
had not been so severely useful; with skies blue as 
Italy, and peaks which made you think of Switzerland ; 
and yet a place where no tourists went, and which no- 
body ever thought of talking about. 

The site for the little red school-house on the hill-side 
had been chosen because the land was rocky and there- 
fore cheap, as well as because it was near the centre of 
the district. By the merest accident it was the most 
picturesque nook in the whole town. At its back a 
wood crowned the hill, — a pleasant wood, where there 
was little underbrnsh, and the school-boys kept all the 
snakes killed, so that timid girls could go there and 
gather flowers in spring and summer, and fill their 
dinner baskets with chestnuts when the early fiosta 
opened tlie bni-s. The meadow, stretching out green 
and level at the eastward, was a capital place for straw- 
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beiTies and playing "goolj" and the hUl, sloping so 
steeply from the acliool-house i3oor, — what royal coast- 
ing there was down it in winter. All the jnveniles 
appreciated these points of attraction ; and Miss Amber, 
the teacher, appreciated what the rest forgot, the pic- 
turesqueness of a landscape which would have en- 
chanted a painter, — if yon conld fancy a painter ever 
going to Ifazai'eth, — and ho all were satisfied. 

Miss Amber had taught school in Naaareth, summer 
and winter, for five years ; but then she began when she 
was seventeen, — so she was not very old. She was an 
oiphan ; but the townsfolks had loved her father, and 
she did not lack for friends. Pareon Amber had been 
for thirty yeai's their minister, and when he died, and 
bis fiur invalid wife, whom he had married late in life, 
laid her head down on his dead heart, and died in time 
to be buried in the same grave, every home in the 
little countiy town was open to his only child, and 
every heart was ready to give her welcome. But she 
chose independence, and asked for the post of teacher 
of the district school. 

She retained the small but j.ileaaant cottage which 
her father owned, and the woman who had been at 
once housekeeper and maid of all work for her pai'ents ; 
and so pleased herself with the semblance of a home 
to go to when her day's work was over, though the 
cherishing love, which had made those lowly walls so 
dear, was gone from the earth. 

Miss Amber made a good teacher. I do not mean 
by this that she liked it. I do not hold to the creed 
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that to teach well one must be in love with one's wort. 
One must have ability to impart knowledge, and a re- 
spectable fund of knowledge to impart. Beyond these 
it only wants self-control and a conscience, — two 
things which Mis^ Ambei hi1 So she riid hei duty 
in the fea,! of Gtod and <Iii it ■well It was not m the 
mture of things that she shouH jaiticulailj enjpy it 
Hei tathei had been i min of liteinry tastes and 
thonugh cultuie and aftei she hal mistered the 
teiioue fiist mdiments of knowledge he had been 
hei te-icher To one who had walked among the stir's 
dietmed thiough tlie elnaiKS was tamihir with the 
dnilj lives and w *je of the poets is with the fices of 
hei neighboiB, — one wh>se soul was full of subtile pei- 
ceptions of bei ity unleveloped poweis of imigim 
tion ]onj,ings all tie stiongei because uns] oken iftei 
the gjloiy ind lomance, ■jnd feiioi of i full life 
there could be little attractive in the task of thumping 
A B C's into naughty cuiiy heads, or kindling torches 
of illumination to guide benighted intellects through the 
Eule of Three. All the more glory to her, I say, there- 
fore, because she did her work welL Al! heroes do not 
lead re^mente. She always passed her "noonings" at 
school, and staid at night to mend pens and prepai-e 
copy-books, — so for eight hoiira of every day she was 
not her own. Her moments and her thoughts were 
psud for, and she gave them every one fsnthfnlly. Then 
she went home, put on her home dress and her home 
face, and was her own mistress. 

Did I say that Miss Amber had many friends in 
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Nazareth? I should have been nearer tlie ti'uth to say 
she had but one. All cared for her. Pai-tly for her 
fathei^'s sake, and partly for her own, the minister's little 
girl was dear to each and all. But if friendship means 
something more than liking; if it means companionship 
in pursuits, exchange of ideas, community of thoughts, 
she had one sole filend, — ^ Adam Kussell. And even on 
him she secretly looked down a little, though nothing 
in her manner ever gave a suggestion of it. She was 
exquisitely refined. Her mother had been fruitlessly 
bi-ed, — her father was a gentleman of the old school. 
To a dweller in Nazareth such refinement, inherited 
and cultivated, was no blessing. It was hard sometimes 
to conceal her annoyance at neighborly familiarities, 
awkward country ways. Bat her kind heart carried 
her safely through, and she wounded no mortal's self- 
love. 

Still she wished — she conld not help wishing it 
every night when he sat by her side — that Adam 
Russell were less rugged ; less noisy in step and voice ; 
had more softness, more social adroitness. She liked 
him heartily, nevertheless. 

He had been her father's pupil. For three yeara 
before Parson Amber died he had taught the two to- 
gether, — girl and boy. After his death they had kept 
on with their studies. It would have been so solitary 
to give up all old habits. After the first wild spasm of 
giief was over, and Grace had begun to grow familiar 
with hei' loneliness and sorrow, and recognize it as 
something that was not to be confronted or shaken off. 
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— a quiet guest rather, to sit with her at board and 
fireside until her own death day, — she began to feel 
the need of keeping up old ways. When Adam Russell 
came, timidly enough, not dreaming of books or study, 
but only to bnng her a late flower or two which the 
autumn blasts had spared, and sliow her in his sad eyes 
and mutely sympathizing face how sorry he was for her, 
she brought out the last book they had been reading, 
and asked him quietly if he would stay and study with 
her a while. When he went away, she s^d, straggling 
with something that rose up in hei- throat and seemed 
to choke her : — 

"Perhaps you had better come eyery night as you 
used, and we will try how we can get on together with- 
out a teacher. I think papa would have wished it." 

Then she shut the door hurriedly, almost in his face; 
for she felt a storm of sobs and tears bursting forth 
which he must not see. How gilef shook her. What 
bitter, bitter cries smote the veiy heivens tiom th ae 
orphan lips. With what Txav< ading anguish she ciUe 1 
for voices to answer her to bless hei ^luch must be 
silent eveiTuore, until she too ahoull leain the necict 
password which opens the poitil of eternity H w it 
last, came merciful exhaustion, ind then thiough the 
stillness, a whisper faint and sweet as ot a nunistenng 
angel : — 

" He is a father of the Ihtherless, — even God in Hia 
holy habitation." 

Little she knew, little she would ever know, how her 
sorrow waj5 shared even then, — how he stood outside. 
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that wmple country-bred boy, not daring to seek ad- 
mittance agaia, or proffer any comfort, and yet longing, 
in a passion of tender grief, and loving pain, to bear 
it all for her, — to shield that gracefnl head from eveiy 
storm of life. He did not go away until the moans, 
that had penetrated faintly to his ear, were still, and 
the glow of a jnst-lighted lamp shone out eoftly fi'om 
Miss Amber's window. 

He was only sixteen then, and she was seventeen. 
He did not think about love. No dream of possible 
possession, no longing to call her his, blent with tho 
humble sincerity of his worship. He only felt that to 
have died to make her happy wonld have been easier 
than to stand outside and know her shaken with a 
sorrow he was powerless to soothe. 

Since that night five years had passed. Miss Amber 
had taught the village school. Adam Russell had 
worked the days through upon his father's farm, serv- 
ing with faithful hands, but with heart and mind often 
far enough away. Evenings they had met almost daily. 
In the summer they took their books out of dooi-s, 
or sat, when it was stormy, in the old window-seat ; in 
winter at the fireside, with Aunt Prudence Fairly, the 
housekeeper, in the other comer nodding over her knit- 
ting. No one ever gossiped about Mies Amber ; perhaps 
because she was open and fi'ank as daylight in all her 
ways. Then, too, she held herself grandly above gossip, 
and, doing what she knew was right, would never have 
thought or cared what speech it might provoke. More- 
over, there was an atmosphere of womanly dignity 
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about her whioh would have forbidflen foolish jesting 
with her name. If any one speculated, country feshion, 
that it would be a match some day between her and 
young Russell, she never knew it, and the thought of it 
had never entered her head. 

She was twenty-two now, and he twenty-one in the 
summer gone by. She remembered his age as she 
sat waiting for him in the early autumn evening, and 
thought with a veal regret that he would soon be going 
away to try his fortune elsewhere, as be had always 
said he should after he was of age. The books they 
were reading lay beside her in the old-fashioned window- 
seat; but she would not open them until he came. She 
sat with still face and wide eyes looking out toward the 
sunset. 

She was beautiful just then. Ordinarily she was only 
distinguished-looking. She was tall and weU-made. 
Her face was pale usually ; clear and healthy, but color- 
less. There was character enough in her proud features, 
and a look of resolution and self-will about the cornei-s 
of her mouth and in her dai'k gray eyes. But there 
were moments, as now, when her soul looked out 
through those eyes as thi-ough open windows, and 
they grew luminous with the inner light ; when roses 
glowed on her cheeks and rivalled the bi-ight bloom of 
her lips. These moments of ti-ansfiguration were when 
she looked at sunsets, or read poetiy, or heard music. 
I think the sea would have wrought the same miracle ; 
but her home was inland among the hills, and she had 
never seen it. 
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Adam Hussell came ia before the gpell had ceased to 
woi'lc, while stOl the sunset's biightness was reflected in 
her changeii.ll face. He Lad a love for tlie beautiful as 
quick and keen as her own; and, though neither of 
tbem knew it then, he had more power and more 
genius. Indeed, of genius, strictly speaking, she had 
not a bit. She was intensely appreciative, not cre- 
ative, 

Yet his face told no tales. He was not handsome, 
but he looked strong and in earnest: true Saxon, — 
lai-ge of limb, tough of muscle, with brown hair and 
blue, resolute eyes; Roundhead rather than Cavalier, 
Miss Amber turned and took up a book as he entered. 

" Not to-night, Grace," he said, putting it away ; " at 
least not now. Give me a little time to talk," 

His accent touched her ; for there was in it a certdn 
pleading inflection, unconscious and tender. 

"I don't know when, after to-night, I shall be here 
again," he went on, half-sadly, half-espectantly, as if he 
longed, yet scarcely hoped, to move her regret. "Shall 
you mias me at ail ? " 

" I shall mias you more than you caa guess. What a 
lonely five years these last would have been but for our 
evenings together, I am not of a temperament to relish 
solitude without some one to whom I can say how 
sweet it ia. But are yon really going? Whon do you 
go, and where ? " 

"I am really going. I staid here thus long only 
because they needed me at home. Father must make 
his next yeai^'s arrangements without mo. You know 
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I never thought farming would suit me for a permanent 
thing, — or New England either, for that matter." 

"And yet she is a good mother." 

" Yea ; " and the slow blue eyes kindled a little, and 
then softened. " I hope yon ai'e not thinking I don't 
love home. If I were rich, I think I would live and 
die here ; but I must have room to grow. I must make 
money faster; for I want what it will bring. Why 
should I weary you with reasons? I think you've 
heard them all before. You knew my purpose, and 
now the time is come. I shall go to-morrow ; where, I 
don't know yet, but out towai'd the sunset. I have 
three thousand dollars, which my grandmother gave 
me when she died. When I have made them ten 
times three, I think I shall be ready to come back. 
Simple people could live well enough on thirty thou- 
sand, couldn't they, Grace?" 

He asked this question, and then he bit his lip with 
vexation. lie had meant to ask her for her love, and 
here he was talking about money. Still ho wanted so 
much to know what sum she would think enough for 
comfort, — when he might venture to come back. He 
had outgrown a little in these five years hie boyish 
ignorance and simplicity of heart. He was no longer 
content to worship without the thought of return. He 
loved Grace Amber, and he wanted her, — to be hia 
own ; to meet him, with those proud, sweet eyes of 
hers, when he came in; to belong to him, with her 
red lipe, and her dark shining hair, and her proud, 
pure woman's heart. But he had not ontgi'own his 
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boyish shyness ; and his very sense of her goodness and 
grace made him awkward. He had longing enough, 
but little hope. I am not sure that women do not like 
a self-confident wooer better. He started from his 
thoughts as if &om a ti'ance, when, after a moment's , 
silence, her sweet voice broke upon his ear: — 

"I don't know much about money, but I should 
think thii'ty thousand dollars, two thousand a year, 
enough for luxury. We never had more than half that 
income in my father's life, and we enrely lived in 
comfort." 

"And when I have that much may I come back for 
you ? Oh, Grace, Grace, I don't know how to tell you, 
but you must have seen that you are all I care for in 
this world. Your son'ow piei-ces me to the heart. 
Your smiles make me glad. I would give every 
moment of my life for your happiness. I know I'm 
not good enough or polished enough for you. I know 
I'm not lialf what you deserve ; but oh, who will ever 
love you so well ? Who coukl love you so well as I, 
who have loved yon all my Hfe ? If I grow better, 
worthier, will you promise to love me, to keep your 
heart for me? " 

" Let me think, — wait, — give me time to tell you," 

The silence that fell between them only lasted five 
minutes. It seemed to Adam Russell like a cycle of 
eternity, 

Grace Amber's brMn reeled a moment, and then 
grew steady. His declaration had been the greatest 
surprise of her life. During all the hours they had 
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passed together siie had never thought of his loving 
her. Could she give him what he asked ? Slie stole 
a stealthy look at him as he sal with his eyes tamed 
away. It was not the face or foiiii of her ideal. She 
loved softness, gentleness, poetry of motion, gi-ace of 
aspect. She needed most of all something to rely on, 
— strength, coui's^e, truth, — but she did not know her 
own needs as yet. Her quiet life had developed her so 
slowly that she had not learned to undei-stand herself. 
"What she fancied now, she would not love five yeara 
hence. Still she could only answer from present knowl- 
edge. She cared moi-e for Adam Russell than for any 
one else in the world. She would feel the pain she 
must give him to her own heart's core, but he did not 
satisfy her taste. She could not feel for him one throb 
of the soft, sweet tumult of passion which she supposed 
love was. She notjced the square, ungi-aceful shape of 
his stalwart figure in his ill-fitting country-made clothes. 
She looked at his hard, rough hands, browned with the 
summer's work in plow-field and hay-field. She did 
not see in him one thiog to please her fancy. Plenty 
of good sterling qualities to make her honor and trust 
in him, — but not the eloquence of dark eyes and 
silver tongue, — not the magical charm, the pei-suasive 
witchery which could win her love. 

She spoke at length, tenderly, deprecatingly, pitifully, 
with tears in her voice and her eyes : — 

" I can't, Adam, I can't. I have tiied, but it is of no 
use. I do love you, I love you dearly ; but ob ! foi'give 
mc, it is not in that way." 
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" Forgive you ! Fovgive you for not loving me, 
Grace ! Did you think I couid blame you f I hardly 
hoped at all. I knew I was not good enougli,— I said 
so. Forgive me for troubling you. I have pained 
you, made you cry. Don't, Gi'ace, you will break my 
heart," for, moved to the depths by his words, she waa 
sobbing passionately. 

" I doo't wonder you couldn't !ovo me. I only 
wonder I could have been so mad as to think it 
possible. God bless you. God make you happy. I 
know you are my friend, my true, good friend, and 
that is enough. It must be enough. You will be my 
friend still when I come hack, won't you ; wherever 
you are, married or single?" 

A great gulping sob shook him in spite of himself as 
he said that, — he was not strong enough to bear the 
thought of finding her married to some one else. She 
could not answer him, for her teai-s were falling fast ; 
but she put out her hand, and he took it and held it in 
a close pressure. After a moment he let it go, and for 
her sake forced himself to self-control and calmness. 

" I brought you a book," t^ ^^^ J " oii^ yon lil^e, and 
I want you should keep it to make you think of me 
sometimes when I can read with you no more." 

He laid it in heu hand, an edition of Shelley, bound as 
Shelley should be, in leather the color of the sea, and 
printed on fair, creamy pages, in type it would he a 
luxury to read. It was an English edition. He had 
been to Boston and hack for it the day before. Ho 
said nothing of another gill he had purchased for her 
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there, — a ring with a pearl white aa milk, faintly 
flashing, — he had given up all hope that she would 
wear that now. 

He received her thanks with a ead smile, and soon 
after he went away. Ho turned back on the threshold 
to say, looking at her with tender, sorrowful eyes : — 

" If ever you want a friend, Grace, — if ever there is 
any thing a brother coold do for you, — let me know. 
Promise me. My father can always toll you where I 
am, BO it will be easy to send me word. No matter 
how far it is, I will not fail you." 

When he was gone Grace Amber went bat-k into the 
room where she had received her first offer. She had 
it to herself. Aunt Prudence was doing fortnightly 
duty at a sewing-society, and there was no one to 
notice her mood. She tried to read a little in her 
Shelley, Then she shut it and fell to thinking. She 
could not turn her mind all at once from the true, 
honest love that had been laid at her feet. She thought 
it all over, — what he had said, — how he had looked 
at her, — how generous and patient and earnest he was. 
If she could have loved him she know he would never 
have failed her. She could have looked forward to a 
future fixed and safe and sheltered. But of what avail 
all this when she could not give him her heart ? — that 
wilful, fiuttering thing waited for the voice of anothei' 
charmer. Some ono there must be in the world who 
would look at her with the eyes of which she had 
dreamed, — whose tones, silver sweet to her ears, would 
woo in poet phrases, — a lover after her own heart. 
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But she pitied Adam Russell, her old playfellow, 
her fellow student, her one fiiend for ao many years. 
She went to bed, at last, with a heartache for his sake ; 
and his fainihar, kindly face blended strangely in her 
dreams with the dark eyes, and smile half-sad, half- 
tender of the true Prince who was to come some 

That was autumn ; and the winter which followed 
was insupportably long and tedious. She had never 
thought that she could miss her old friend so much. 
Her school duties seemed hai'der and more monotonous, 
— the children more hopelessly stapid and the days 
longer. Then the evenings, — those still, dreary times, 
with no one to read to her, or hear her read, and the 
silence broken only by the steady, drowsy click of 
Aunt Prudence's knitting-needles. There was no one 
to notice the bit of scarlet ribbon with which she 
brightened her winter-dress, or the new ways she did 
her hair. She was not one whit more in love with 
Adam Russell than ever; but his going away and 
leaving no one to take his place made a terrible blank 
in her life. She gi'cw thin. She looked not only pale, 
but listless. She fonnd her solitude and the dull 
monotony of her days insupportable. She i-esolved to 
change it. She began searching the papers. In some 
of them, she thought, she would be sure to see the 
opening she waited for. Her evenings, devoted to 
adveitising colnmns, became a little more interesting. 

At length she chanced upon an advertisement for a 
govcT'uess whch seemed to promise something. All t)ie 
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■wisdom of Solomon waa not, for a woni^ei', i'e<iuired of 
the applicant. She was not expected to sing lilse 
Patti, play like Gottschalk, and dance like Mademoi- 
selle Cuhas. The accomplishments, so called, were to 
be tanght by masters engaged for the purpose, — the 
governess waa expected to train her pupils in the 
ordinary branch^ of an Enghah education, to direct 
their reading, and criticise their manners. Miss Amber 
had no fear bnt that she was qualified. The only 
ti'oiible was the references required. To whom conld 
lihe refer, — whose indoraemeut, of all she knew, would 
establish Jier credentials ? 

She was fi-ank by nature, and she solved the question 
in the directest way. She wrote a letter to the afldress 
given in the advertisement, in which, with straight- 
forward simplicity, she set forth the details of her 
birth, breeding, and acquirements, — all her past life, in 
short. Perhaps nine advertisers for govei-nesses out of 
ten would have passed snob a letter by unheeded. 
Fortunately she had chanced upon the tenth one, who 
appreciated it, and nndei-stood her at once. She I'e- 
ceived in reply a communication nearly, as frank as her 
own. 

Mrs. St, Clair, tbe lady who desired her sei-vices, 
was a widow with two daughters to educate, of whom 
the younger was ten and the elder twelve. She resided 
in New York in the winter, in summer upon the Hud- 
son ; and she wished a governess who would be no less 
a companion for herself than an instructress for her 
daughters. If Miss Amber chose to accept the engage- 
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mcnt she would be treate<3 in all respects, social and 
domeBtic, as one of themselves. She concluded by 
naming a salary which sounded munificent to one 
accustomed to the wages of a district school-teacher 
in the country. 

Miss Amber answered the letter by return mail, accept- 
ing the situation, and agreeing, as had been proposed, 
to join the family at Rlverdale the second week in May. 

This done, she dispatched a note to the school- 
committee of Nazareth, informing them that she must 
resign her post at the end af the winter tenn. 

Her next task was to settle mattei-s with Annt 
Prudence. The little cottage where they lived, with 
the books and furniture it contained, was her inheri- 
tance from her father. She could not have borne to 
have it pass into other hands, or to see it shut up. She 
proposed to her housekeeper to remain there, and keep 
a home always open for her return, — promising to 
send her from each quarter's salary a remittance suffi- 
cient to keep her in comfoit. The proposal was ac- 
cepted with thanks, after a few vain remonstrances on 
the evils of young girls going to strange places, the 
dangers of city life, and sundry Idndred topics. 

So all was settled, and then Miss Amber bad a pleas- 
ant employment for her leisure in making her prepara- 
tions. It was marvellons how far her money went, 
aided by the contrivances of her deft fingei-s, for she 
was her own dress-maker. 

School closed, and she parted from the children, the 
last day, with moi'e real regi'et tlian slie could have im- 
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agined it possible to feel for them. They were a link to 
her past life; and the future, now that she was dmwing 
near it, seemed so dim, so vague, so untried, that she 
shrank from it a little, and tumed to the past with a 
strange tenderness. She shed not a few tears for the 
days gone by, as she roamed ^ain over her old haunts, 
and went round among all her olcl, kind friends to bid 
them farewell. 

Still, when she had fairly left Nazareth behind ber, 
and st-arted on her way to Riverdale, her spirits rose. 
The prospect of change exhilarated her. She seemed 
to breathe freer. Her pulses thrilled at the thought of 
new scenes and new faces, — perhaps, who knew, the 
real story-book lover at last. It was time, she said to 
hereel:? with a smile and a blush, -i- she was almost 
twenty -three, and if he did not make 'haste, "the invis- 
ible, unknown he," she wonld be old and faded before 
he oame for her. 

That night she passed on the Sound. The nextfoi-e- 
noon she i-eached Eiverdale station. The other pas- 
sengei-8 who got out there marched away, as if each 
one knew where he was going. She was left nearly 
alone, when a respectable-looking coachman asked if it 
■was Miss Amber, and conducted her to a carriage where 
a middle-aged lady and two little girls sat waiting. It 
was kind of them, she thought, to meet her. She went 
forwai-d with a pleased smile on her face that made her 
lovely. Mra. St. Clair looked at ber critically. She 
liked the gi-aceful figure in quiet, lady-like travelling 
garb ; the pale, high-bred face ; the simple yet elegant 
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manner. Sho enngratuKted hciself Slie Inrl not done 
ill in trusting to her intnitions She welcomed her 
governess cotdnlly, and mtioduced Helen and May, 
her daughters. ' 

In the mean time Miss Amber's cool eyea had taken 
her measure also. They saw in her a shrewd, reasona- 
ble, kindly woman, — no enthusiast, yet not without im- 
pulse, — a true lady, — a mother who would be judicious 
and faithful, but one whose affection would never be 
idolatrous or unreasonable, — a person whose whole 
chai'acter was well-regulated and consistent ; whom she 
should like sincerely, and get on with serenely, but 
about whom she could never be enthusiastic 

They were satisfied mutually. 

That was a pleasant summer. Mrs. St. Clair had 
notions of her own about governesses, and recognized 
a lady wheu she saw one. Miss Amber fell into the 
ways of the household without difficulty. She had 
quite as much time to herself as was good for her. 
She found Mrs. St. Clair a pleasant friend; and the 
children, if no better than other children, were no 
worse, and had been trained to be obedient and not 



Gradually she became familiar with the family his- 
tory. Mrs. St. Clair, not more than thirty-five now, 
bad been her husband's second wife. Besides her own 
two little girls there was a eon of the first Mrs. St. 
Clair ; a young gentleman of twenty-five, who had been 
living for several years in Italy, and was expected home 
by and by. About this absentee, " brother Paul," as 
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they called him, the children were YCry enthusiastic. He 
was so handsome, so generous, — above all, he painted 
so beautifully. He must pMnt Miss Amber's portrait 
when he came home. 

Mi's. St. Clair spoke of him with a certain kind of 
affection. That he was her husband's son was a claim 
on her regard which she would never have thought of 
ignoring. Still there was no difficulty in perceiving 
that he was not to her taste. A very real woman, she 
had not much sympathy with the ideah She was just 
the kind of person to look coldly on artists, and dis-. 
trust poets. So her curt and slightly sarcastic com- 
ments on the children's rhapsodies only aransed their 



Unconsciously to herself Miss Ambev was beginning 
to make a hero of this unknown "brother Paul." It 
would have shocked her if she had realized how much 
she thought about him, — how much reference she had 
in her choice of books and studies to the probability of 
their future meeting, and the subjects she should want 
to discuss with him. She would have laughed at the 
idea of the rich Mr,* St. Clair falling in love with his 
sisters' governess ; and yet, nnderneath her acknowl- 
edgraenta that such dreams would be impossible of ful- 
fillment, and absurd of conception, I am not sure that 
thei-e did not lurk a hidden something, not vivid enough 
to be called a hope, less tan^ble than a fancy, which 
pointed to him as the true Prince. 

After a quiet, pleasant summer the family went back 
to New York. Miss Ambor was more than ever 



3c by Google 



340 SOME WOMEN'S HEATITS. 

chai-mcd witli her situation, as indeed she had reason. 
Mrs. St. Clair had taien a hearty and honest liking to 
her, and meant to afford her every enjoyment and ad- 
vantage in her power. If she had been a daughter of 
the house he p t n ull I Ily h b n n 
^reeable or nl ] nd nt Sh h d t b h 

hours for less h h t ght th 1 1 tl 

oughness, — 1 t 1 n ght h d n n 1 h d 

May and Hel 1 1 ^s n y g t t 1 

these houi-s they weie quite as much m then mothei s 
charge as in hers. She enjoyed this luxurious life. She 
delighted in the ease and elegance of her surroundings, 
— handsome furniture, spacious rooms, attentive ser- 
vants. When she thought of Nazareth, in those days, 
it was almost with a shiver of self-pity. How had she 
lived so long with such eommouplaee associations? 
What would tempt her ever to go back to that ragged 
life, so bare of all luxury and gi-a«e ? 

In New York Mrs. St. Clair introduced her in soci- 
ety as her friend. Probably few guessed at her posi- 
tion ; or, if they did, they politely ignored it, perceiving 
that they were expected to receive her on the footing 
of one of tha family. At first she remonstrated against 
giving up so much time to society; but when she saw 
it was really Mra. St. Clair's wish, she yielded to the 
natural, girhsh enjoyment it gave her, only taking most 
conscientious care that her pupils should never be neg- 
lected, or their hours for study set aside. 

She met with admiration enough to have turned some 
heads. Not that she was called a beauty. The women. 
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indeed, could see nothing to admire in " that pale 
girl ; " but the men seemed to find something. Per- 
haps it was partly the oddity of a woman who did not 
sing or piay or dance, in a circle where every one else 
at least attempted these accomplishments. Then her 
style was so peculiar. She dressed so simply, yet with 
a taste so faultless. Her conYersation was so piquant, so 
fresh ; her moods so independent ; her bearing so qaietly 
regal. It was the difference between a nature pure, 
inexperienced, unhackneyed, and one which an artificial 
life had warped out of all originality; cramped re- 
morselessly down to conventional standards. Mrs. St. 
Clair smiled to herself now and then to see how her 
protegee was becoming the fashion. 

Her smiles changed to half-vexed astonishment when 
two offers of mani^e came from two of the best 
matches in the city, and were successively rejected. 

" I do not think you know youi- own mind, or have 
any trae idea of your own requirements," she said in a 
provoked tone, on the second of these occasions. 

" Why ? Because I do not love Mi-. Desmond or Mr, 
Vanderpoo! ? I know no hai-ni of them ; but I cannot 
help it if they do not touch ray heart. It bores ine and 
tires me out to talk with either of them an hour at a 
time ; what would it be to see their faces opposite me 
for ever ? Are you in hasto to look out for a now gov- 
erness?" 

" I should bo sorry to part with you, — I need not 
tell you that, — but I am not selfish enough to wish 
you to forget your own interests, and lose your chances 
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in life for the sake of being my govei'Eess. However, 
you must gang your ain gait." 

" Waiting for Paul, I know it! " Mre. St. Clair solilo- 
quized in an annoyed jtone, as the door closed upon Miss 
Amber. "She is romantic, and those children have 
made him out such a wonder, A selfish, luxurious 
dreamer ; he isn't haJf good enough for her." 

It was just about that time that one of Aunt Pru- 
dence's occasional letters came, with an item of Naza- 
reth news in it of more than usual interest. Adam 
Eusseli's mother had died suddenly. He had been 
sent for, but only arrived in time to stand over her 
grave. He had seemed very mach overcome, but had . 
only staid in Nazareth a few days. The night before he 
went away he had called at the old parsonage. It must 
have been to ask after Grace, for he had not talked of 
any thing else, and spoke little even of her. He took 
down some of the books, and went and eat in the old 
window-seat, and turned them over ; and after he had 
sat there a while he got up and went away. 

This letter touched Miss Amber's heart strangely. 
She had been Adam Russell's true friend too many 
years not to feel his sorrow. She knew by her own 
memories of anguish what it must be to him to lose his 
mother. It would seem to sever his connection with 
Nazareth ; for between him and his father — a stcra, 
ri^d man — there was no great attachment. Perhaps 
she should never see him ^Mn. How strange it would 
be, after all those years of friendship. How good he 
had been to her ; how much he had loved her. She 
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wanted to write to liim and try to comfort him a little; 
she thought she would if she had known where he was. 
But she did not know. There was no way but to send 
the letter to his father for him; and then it wou3d be 
speculated about, and grow oM and cold before it 
i-eached Mm. So she gave it up. Perhaps something 
whispered that sioce she could not give him what ha 
had asked her for, any thing else which she could give 
him would be wovth little. The thought of his lonely 
heai-t, his unshai-ed sorrow, haunted and saddened her 
for days, — untU, in fact, it was banished by a aaw and 
most potent excitement. 

" Brother Paul " was coming. He had started in the 
" Arago." She was neaily due. He might be there any 
day. May and Helen were wild with the eager ex- 
citement of children. Bliss Amber's expectation was 
quieter, but not less intense. The ddly lessons were 
hard work for both teacher and pupils. 

At last, one day, in the very midst of study houi-s, 
there was the bustle of an arrival in the hall. The 
girls sprang up and tossed their books to the ceiling. 
The governess attempted ao restraint. She, too, would 
have liked to join the wild ruah down the stairs. She 
retreated, instead, to her own reom, and, like a sensible 
young woman, improved the time to make her toilet. 
It cost her more study than alt the parties at which she 
had assisted that winter. She did not acknowledge to 
herself the half of her real interest. She wanted to have 
him for a friend, she thought, — to hear him talk about 
Italy; she must not shook his fastlcIiuUB taste by her 
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first appeai-ance. She tried half a dozen things, and 
ended with a plain but rich black silk, which fitted her 
figm-e exquisitely, finished with soft laces at wi'ists and 
throat. Black became her. It seemed a sort of con- 
tinnation, in effect, of her soft, dark h^r. It made her 
pa]e face look clear. Still, when all was done she was 
not satisfied. She did not like the slight, pale gii-1 she 
saw in the mirror. Something seemed wanting of grace 
and sparkle, — some charm she lacked in her own eyes 
that she knew not where to borrow. I do not know 
but she would have dressed over again if Helen, at the 
door, had not saved her the trouble. 

" Mamma wants you to come down, Paul has been 
asking for you. He laughed at May and me for writing 
BO much about you, and he says he wants to see the 



Indiscreet tongue of childhood ! Miss Amber's cheeks 
blaaed, — her eyes glittered. They had been making 
her ridiculous. Well, she would be indifferent enough. 
Her excitement supplied the lacking cbaiTn. If she had 
looked in the glass now she would have seen no want 
of life and sparkle. 

She wentintothedrawing-roomhaughtiJy. Haughtily 
she received Mr. St. Claii-'s salutations. Silently and 
coolly she took her place at the window. He was en- 
chanted. Surely the half had not been told him. None 
of them had written of her as handsome. What else 
did they call this radiant ci'eature, with the wide, lumi- 
nous eyes, the dusky, soft-fMlling hair, the pale brow, and 
the I'ose tint on cheek and lip ? 
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Toll perceive there was a ceitain exaggerative ro- 
mance in his manner of thinking. He was both poet 
and painter, — not great in either art, but with enough 
of an artist's soul to color his conceptions. 

Miss Amber, on her part, despite her vexation and her 
cool ways, lost not an inflection of his voice, not a shade 
of hie expression. It thrilled her with a new emotion 
when he looked at her or spoke to her. Here were the' 
dark, eloquent eyes of which she had dreamed, — here 
the silver tongue, the high-bred, faultlessly elegant 
manner. Of course he was nothing to her; but with 
such a man in the world for a standai-d of comparison, 
what chance was there for the Desmonds and Vander- 
pools of society? She was cool and self-possessed as a 
veteran, however. So one could have guessed fi-om 
her manner the new, overpowering fascination which 
swayed her heart. Even Mrs. St. Clair gloried in her 
qwiet dignity, and began to hope that she was not going 
to be foolish enough, after all, to fall in love with Paul. 

Is there any need to tell how the days and weeks of 
theii- acquaintance went on ? how the spell of those un- 
accustomed chai-ms stole over Miss Amber's dreaming 
heart, innocent, childlike, and almost as susceptible at 
twenty-three as in early girlhood ? She lost her power 
to criticise, and believed in Paul St. Clair's genius as he 
believed in it himself. She listened to him with pulses 
that kept time to the melody of his voice as ho lay on 
an ottoman at her feet, and said his own rhymes to 
her, looking up now and then into her face with the 
dangerous sweetness of his dai'k eyes. She grow to 
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iind every hoiii' spiceless, insipid, that was not passed 
in his presence. And yet she kept np to herself the 
pretty fiction that he did not, and never would, love 
lier, that it was only his genius which charmed her ; and 
so she blinded her eyes aa to whither she was drifting. 

As for hitn, he had had fancies many, and loves 
many; but he felt in her presence that he had never 
loved before. I know not how real hia passion was. 
His own faith in it was profound. 

Mi-8. St. Clair looked on with a certain degi'ee of such 
patience aj? one has with the vagaries and petulance of 
a aidt child. She thought that the flame would consume 
all its oil and go out after a while, at least in Miss 
Ambei''s heart. For her step-soo she wa« not much 
concerned ; she believed thoroughly in his power of 
recuperation. 

Before they left town in the spring she found, to her 
dismay, that afilaira were assuming a more serious char- 
acter than she had anticipated. 

Miss Amber waited on her one morning with a cool 
aDnounoement of her wish to resign her situation. A 
question or two elicited the cause. Mr. St. Claii" had 
proposed to her, and she had promised to be his wife. 
Of course she could not with propriety continue to 
teach there; and probably Mi-s. St. Clair would not 
wish it, — this speech, with tk curious look and an air at 
once deprecating and defiant, 

Mrs. St. Clair considered a moment. Matters had 
certainly gone fai-ther and faster than she expected. 
She had judged Paul by hia past flames, and so failed 
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to do him justice. Slie liacl not given him credit for so 
much direct resolution and energy. Her chief concern 
was for Miss Amber, for whom she entertained a true, 
practical, common-sense, yet most eai'nest Mendship, 
more real and tangible, as well as more judicious, than 
one woman in ten is capable of feeliog for another. She 
appreciated the girl's intense, affluent nature ; eha 
thought it too rich a freight to be wrecked on the 
lee-shore of an unhappy mai'riage. Still, if it were 
possible that the mawiage would not be unhappy ; if 
she herself had not done Paul justice ; if they indeed 
belonged together; then, in Heaven's najne, let them 
many. It would be giving her a daughter-in-law after 
her own heart. But, at any rate, they should have time 
to know whether they really aud thoroughly suited 
each other. She spoke, after her silent consideration, 
deliberately : — 

" I am not willing to release yoa. I want you should 
stay with me thi-ough the summer, as much for your 
own sake as for mine. Do not suspect me of being 
opposed to this maiTiage. If you could be happy in it, 
it would give me undisguised satisfaction. Paul has no 
occasion to marry for money ; it needs only that his wife 
should be a gentlewoman. All my concern is that you 
should not make a mistake. A man can bear an unhappy 
or an unsatisfying marriage without ruin — the world 
offers him so many resources. To a woman, such a 
woman as you, it would be fatal. Stay here, tbei-efore. 
Learn to know him well ; and when you are satisfied 
by a fair tiial that he fulfils all the demands of your 
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nature, maiTj- him. I believe if I were your mother I 
should hardly feel for you more anxiously, aud I could 
not counsel you differently than I do now." 

Miss Amber's eyes overfowed. For the firet time she 
took Mi-s. St. Clair's hand, and pressed her lips upon it 
with heart-felt tenderness. Then she lifted her face 
with a smile and a blush. 

" What will he think ? I told him I must positively 
leave, — that it would not be right for me to stay." 

"I ■will settle it with him. Xou shall not be compro- 
mised ; and I assure you he will be only too glad." 

In her secret heart Miss Amber was glad ako. She 
had dreaded to go back to Nazareth, even for a time, — 
to her dull, ungenial life there ; the nide ways, the 
work-a-day habits. She had dreaded yet more to leave 
Paul St. Clair. In that stage of her love-malady bia 
presence was the one charm of the univeree. Take that 
away, and sun, inoon, and stai's would refuse to give 
theii' light. 

So they all went up to Eiverdale, and she basked in 
that mai-vellous brightness, morning, noon, and night. 
He had the freedom of the schoolroom now, and he 
haunted it incessantly during lesson hours. Indeed, 
when the warm weather came he persaaded hia mother 
that both his sistere and their teacher were in need of 
a vacation ; and for the months of July and August 
lessons were interdicted altogether. 

Then, of course, he must paint her portrait, — the 
natural pastime of an artist in love. There were long 
tattings, in which he painted little and made love much. 
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He sketched her in every attitude, eveiy costume,— 
never able to decide in which she was most chai-ming. 

At last she grew tired. She thought it was the warm 
weather, or the long, fruitless sittings. Mrs. St. Clair 
smiled shrewdly, and said something to herself about a 
suifeit of sweetmeat. If Paul would but have let her 
have her own way his power over her would have 
lasted longer. She longed to go off by herself and rest; 
to think her own thoughts, and have a few free breaths 
out of Ills atmosphere. But he could not understand it. 
He drew strength and refreshment and constant pleas- 
ure from Iier Jailer, deeper, stronger nature. How was 
he to know that this, and not the weather, was exliaiist- 
ing her, wearing her out? 

She bore it as long as she could. The veiy effort to 
keep up the spell weakened it. Trying to delude her- 
self into thinking that she was as happy as ever, as 
much entranced in his presence, only made her real 
discontent and weariness more tangible. Then, too, her 
nature was, as I have said, singularly honest, — honest 
to hei-self as well as to others. She bad never been 
accustomed to self-deception, or to tampering with the 
truth. When she found that she was tired of Paul, of 
his dark eyes and soil tones, Ms poetry, his painting, his 
Italy, she was too truthful to wear a mask. She won- 
dered at herself. He was certainly her ideal. She 
ought to have been satisfied for ever in his presence, 
only — she wasn't. She had taken more real comfort 
with Adam Russell in the old windoiv-seat at Nazareth, 
fagging at Virgil and Cicero, than she seemed over likely 
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to find eitting in the perfumed air of Paul St. Clair's 
studio, and listening to his honeyed words and soft 
rhymes. The wine had been too sweet. Was she to 
blame because it palled on her taste? 

Still she did blarae hei-self intensely. It well-nigh 
broke her heart. She almost resolved to bear on in 
silence, for evev. How could she tell him when he loved 
her so ; when he had s^d so often it would be death to 
part with her? Perhaps ahe would even have gone to 
such length of self-martyi'dom as to smother for his 
sake the remonstrance of her own sou], and go on with 
the fiction of love when the reality was dead, if it had 
not been for Mrs. St. Clair. 

That lady found her crying one moi"ning, and made 
use of the opportimity to wrench the truth from her. 
Indeed, after the first pang which it gave her pride to 
confess that she had been mistaken, it came easily 
enough. It was such a relief to tell the whole truth; 
to lean a little on the strength and judgment of an- 
other. When she had said all that was in her heart she 
smiled with a little touch of self-scorn. 

"How weak you will think me, — how weak I am! 
1 don't know that I understand myself. Perhaps I love 
Paul as much as ever. Perhaps it is only this oppres- 
sive weather that makes me feel tired of every thing, 
and when a cool, fresh day comes I shall bu myself 
again." 

Mi's. St. Clair looked at her kindly, but with a shrewd 
comprehension, as she answered her ; — 

" I think you do love Paul just as much as ever, be- 
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cause I do not think it was ever love which jou fait for 
him. You had an ideal, and you thought he fulfilled it. 
His dark eyes and soft words, his poetiy and painting 
and dreaming, bewitched you, — but the baok-bone of 
love was not there. It was impossible that it should be, , 
&r yon were the stronger spirit of the two; and I think 
no real woman loves where she cannot lean. With you 
he would have become like a parasite. He would have 
drawn all the life out of you. You talked of how tireil 
youwould be of Desmond andofVandeiiJOol. I tell you 
either of them would be i-est Itself compared with Paul. 
The mind cannot dwell for ever in an artificial atmos- 
phere. One must touch bottom sometimes. I am only 
thankful that you have found out the ti-uth in season." 
" But I cannot break my word. I know Paul loves 
me. I am not bad enough to requite love with cmcl 

" Ilumph ! To my thinking the cruel wrong would be 
in marrying him when you don't want him. He would 
find out soon enongh how yon felt. The very selfish- 
ness of his nature would make him keenly sensitive to 
any coldness; and you know you ai'e no hypocrite. 
Trust me, even if you loved him, he would be better 
,off without yon. He would lean on you till the little 
strength nature gave him would have died of inaction. 
He win be twice the man married to a woman weaker 
than himself, — one who looks up to him, — whom he 
must sustain. If you dread telling Mm, let me." 

" No ; if it is right to tell Mm I must do it. I will 
not delegate my duties. I will go now ; but I scum to 
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myself like Judas when lie betrayed hia Lord. To 
bave received bia love, four moiitba ago, with joy and 
piide beyond worda, and now to bcoiti it and reject it ! 
Let me go this instant, or I shall never have enough 
course." 

How she got through the interview she never knew. 
When she went into his studio he was retouching the 
outlines of her portrait, looking at it with lingering, 
loving eyes. He sprang, when he heard her step, to 
meet her, radiant with welcome. She almost thought 
again that she loved him, as she met the ardent gaze 
of the dark eyes, and listened to the familiar music 
of his voice. She felt guilty and bopeleas, as the 
strong jRoman when he met the glazing reproachful 
eye of the master he had murdered. But she plunged 
desperately on, and told him the truth. 

Hia burst of passionate gi'ief, his upbraiding, hia 
despair, pierced her heart. She sat very still; but she 
grew terribly pale, and her breath seemed to forsake 
her. When he paused she said, — it was all she could 
do to apeak, and her tones were so low he thought them 
icy cold, — 

" If you wish it, if you say so, I will maiTy yon ; but 
I do not love you in that way at all." 

" You are mad, Grace, my darling, — my darling. 
You could not so have deceived yonrself and me. 
You have told me you loved me so often." 

Low and clear fell the slow, controlled tones ; — 

" I am not mad. I know my own heart now. I 
know it was not love. I am not deceived, tJioiigh I was 
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He thought her pitiless, her tones fell so evenly, her 
eyes were so cold ancT dry. He little knew how near 
her heart seemed to breaking. It roused his anger. 
He asked, bitterly, — 

" What ia my crime ? What have I done ? " 

" Nothing ; only I have found out that I do not love 
you." 

If she had felt less she would have shown more 
emotion, been more tender ; but she could not trust 
her voice for an unnecessary word. At her icy stillness 
his passion burst all bounds. He forgot himself, and 
overwhelmed her with reproaches ; pierced her with 
arrows of scorn that quivered in her very heart She 
rose at last, and looked at him with sad, imploring 
eyes. 

"After so many happy hours, I hoped we could have 
parted fiiends." 

"A man ftiro^ves his murderer sometimes," he sneered, 
"who shoots him in fair duel. I never heard of one 
who shook hands, at pai'ting, with a masked assassin." 

With these words for the end of so much loving she 
went out of the room. She went upstairs, still fii-mly 
and tearlessly, and packed her trunks. She could not 
trnst herself to rest or pause. When she had aiTanged 
all her possessions, and dressed herself for a journey, 
she went to Mrs. St. Clau", 

" The next trsun leaves in half an hour. My trunks 
are all ready. Can I ho sent to the station ? " 

Mrs. St. Clair saw a resolution in her face which it 
would be useless to oppose. Indeed slio did not wish 
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to oppose it ; for sbe tuew her well enongli to recog- 
nize her need of change and solitude. She only asked, 
after she had ordered the carriage, — 

" Will you come back to me when we go to town 
again in the fall?" 

A shudder shook Miss Amber's frame ; she answered, 
with almost a groan, — 

" No, Mrs. St. Clair, never. I love you, and I love 
the children ; but I am done with governessing for 
life. I am going home. If there is less to interest 
there, less to please, God knows how mnch less pain 
there is. Mere safety is something." 

"I understand your feeling so, now. If yon ever 
change your mind your place here will novor be so 
filled that it will not be open to you to return." 

When the care whirled Miss Amber away she gave 
no look backwai'd. She had but one longing, — lo get 
home. She had been out into tiie world, and gathered 
herself apples of Sodom. The fair hues which looked 
so bright in the distance had all faded. In the 
pleasure-gaiiHens stones had goaded, thorns had pricked 
her. She asked now only rest. Nazareth was rough, 
and rugged, and commonplace as ever, donbtless ; but 
no paradise of promised delights could have seduced 
her fi^om it. During all the journey she allowed her- 
self no backward thoughts. She would suffer her self- 
control to run no risks till she should be beyond the 
reach of curious eyes, within the chamber where she 
had dreamed all her childish dreams, before her world's 
work and world's trouble came. 
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The next day she reached Nazareth. Drawing her 
thick veil down to escape notice, she walked home 
across the fields, leaving her tranks to be sent for. 
Just past her twenty-fourth bii'thday, and done with 
life, — so she thought. 

Aunt Prudence Fairly was a kindly soul, and, thanks 
to the silent influence of her residence Id Parson 
Amber's family, not curious. She welcomed Grace 
with genuine delight, and in the next breath told her 
how pale she looked, — " dead beat out." 

" I know it. I am sick." 

" Well, yoa juat go to bed, and I'll make you a nice 
bowl of penny-i''yal, and put some draughts to your 
feet, and have you round as chipper as can be in a 
couple of days." 

Miss Amber smiled faintly at the thought of such 
medicine for her pdn. But she felt too desolate not 
to value the kindness of the intention. She laid her 
fingers on Aunt Pj-odence's withered band with a 
gentle touch. 

" That would not help me," she said, kindly. " I am 
not il! of any thing but weariness. If you will let me 
go to my room and not come out of it for the next 
three days I shiill be all right. I want a thorough rest 
before I can bear to see or speak to any one, even you." 

The good old soul had the grace to submit, though it 
was about the hardest task Miss Amber could have 
imposed. She longed to ask and answer questions, — 
at least to look at the returaed wanderer, and tend her, 
— but she took her disappointment patiently. 
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For three days Miss Amber staid quite alone, only tak- 
ing in periodical cups of tea, and slices of toast, which 
she ate and drank mechanically, because they were 
brought, but which did her much good nevertheless, 

Iq those three days she grew better acquainted with 
her own heart. She thought a great deal about Paul 
St. Clair ; and she began to understand how imaginary 
had been her love for him, even while it was most 
eutranoing, — how little it would have been capable of 
withstanding the rade bwfEetbgs of actual life in this 
most real world. She pitied him with all the compassion 
of her heart in his present pain ; but she had faith, after 
all, that it would be a wholesome tonic, — that the bitter 
draught would give him strength. Involuntarily she 
recalled the past of two years ago, and contrasted it 
with the present. How boyish, undisciplined, unwoithy, 
seemed Paul's anger, his rage at the truth, his refusal 
to part friends, when compared with Adam Russell's 
unselfish patience. She could not hel[) seeing where 
was the finer fibre of manhood. 

She thought of the hai-d, rough hands, and ungrace- 
ful air which had seemed so intolerable to her then. 
Of how much less moment they seemed now. She 
was learning to look beyond externals, to that which 
can alone endure the heat of the furnace. She began 
to see Adam Russell as he was, — strong and faithful 
and self-denying, — the true gentleman. She half 
wondei-ed that, in those old days, she had not loved 
him, for the very thought of Mm now was hke the fresh 
cool wind blowing over the hills. 
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Sbe looked out of the window at the rugged, beauti- 
ful landscape, Sbe longed to climb the steep paths ; to 
feel the free, life-^ving air. She felt as if she had 
been surfeited with flowers and sweetness and luxury. 
She liked better this simple life, which lay before her 
now, in the town where her fether and mother had 
died. She thought of the past with no regret, save for 
the pain she had given Paul. Her own share of sufier- 
ing did not pay too dearly for the knowledge she had 
won. She dressed herself carefully, — it was the even- 
ing of the thu-d day, — and went downstairs. 

"I am well, now," she aaid, with a smile which made 
Aunt Prudence think of sunshine after a long storm. 

"Ton won't go back for a week or two, I reckon?" 
asked the old lady, looking at her with fond eyes. 

" No, I'm not going back. When the school is vacant 
again I shall take it." 

"Will you be contented?" — with a shi-ewd, qnes- 
tioning glance. 

" Yes, never fear. There will be no relapse into that 
restless mood which drove me away. I have seen the 
world, and it is no better than Nazareth." 

" Well, thejj, I guess you can have the school by 
Tsking fci it S^lly Perkms has been teaching, and 
she s gom' to be married this fill School was out the 
day J ou c^me home " 

Mi=!S Amber had sit down m the vimdow-seat, and 
WIS looking at the sunset flies burning beyond the 
h !h %e winled tr injuiie foi the ild friend who 
uued to sit thcie 'with hei lud ^Jle felt a singular 
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She did not look at Aunt Prudence when 
she spoke. 

"This window-seat makes me think of Adam. It 
seems a long time since we used to study liere togetlier. 
Do you know where he is now ? " 

"Not i-ightly. Somewliere out West, He hasn't 
"been home since his mother died, but they say he's 
making a power of money. He has something to do 
with raih-oads, and he's a great politician. He sent 
home some of his speeches, and I got 'em to read ailer 
they'd done with 'em over to his father's. I don't 
believe but what they're here now." 

She bustled round to find them, and Miss Amber 
went on with her own thoughts. She did not read the 
speeches till the next morning, when Atmt Prudence 
was bnsy, and she could have them all to herseltl 
She did not care much for polities ; but if their subject 
had been the Government of Timbuctoo they would 
have interested her, for they made her better acquainted 
with her old friend. She felt, as she read, that she was 
in presence of an intellect more subtile and clear and 
powerful than her own. She recognized now and then 
touches of genins ; and she saw how a fancy was held 
in leash by the subject, that might be full of exquisite 
grace. She began to wonder how he could ever have 
loved her ; and to think it was because in those old 
days he had not learned to appreciate himself, I think 
she was not far from being in love with him, only she 
was judicious enough not to see it, and only to think 
of him as her best friend. Her past experience was 
her security against being morbid or sentimeinjil. 
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The first of Novemljer slie began again lier old 
work. It tasked lier enei^ies. It was a very different 
thing fi'om teai;l]ing May and Helen, her quick, grace- 
fal pujiila. These nntrsrined imps were stolid some of 
them, roguish some of them, stupid some of them, 
uncultured and nndi'seiplined all. Still she was not 
discouraged, and sfldom vexed. She seemed to have 
acquii'ed some of Adam Russell's patieDce. She was as 
forbearing with error and stupidity as he would have 
been ; and so, in brief space, she won love, and con- 
quered all disposition to offend. 

Her life went on monotonously enough until the next 
summer, when it was vaiied a little by a visitor. Mra. 
St. Clair came to see her, and staid a week. She 
brought her a letter from Paul. Having outlived his 
despair, his natural good-nature made him penitent for 
having parted with Miss Amber in anger. He wrote to 
tell her so. Moreover, he had something else to com- 
municate which he knew she would be glad to hear. 
He was engaged, with eveiy prospect of a happy 
future. His betrothed was chai-ming as any of bis 
dreams, and she loved him without doubt or questiou. 
He believed that they suited each other utterly ; and, 
dear as Miss Amber had been, sad for him as their part- 
ing bad been, he was consti'ained to confess that she had, 
qnestionless, decided i-ightly for him as well as for herself. 

When she had read it through she raised her eyes to 
meet Mrs. St. Clair's smile. 

" I told you I had no fears for him. I never thought 
you were the one it would be best for him to many 
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any more than I was deluded into believing he could 
make yon permanently happy. His Lily is just to his 
taste. She will look up to him, and lean on him, and 
think him the fiiet of created beings. They will be 
maiTied thi& fall, and then I want you to come back 
to me." 

This was the trne object of the visit. Probably Mrs. 
St. Claii- had not a doubt of success. But Miss Amber 
was firm. No persuasions moved hev. She fonnd her- 
self best and happiest in Nazareth, and there she would 
stay. Hev friend left her beiiind I'eluctantly, but was 
her friend too truly to indulge in any pique. 

How little would Grace Amber have believed, two 
years before, that she could have refused such an offer 
without regret, — chosen Nazareth before the world. 
Now it must be some other lure than luxuiy and ease 
and a city life which would wile her from those rugged 
hills. 

Living there, teaching still, the yeai-s went by her and 
changed her little. Spring violets bloomed, summer 
roses blushed and faded, autumn fraits npened, and 
winter snows whitened the fields, bringing her little 
variety. Still she was content. She smiled as she 
looked at herself in the mirror on her twenty-ninth 
birthday, tying on her bonnet, to think that when the 
next year came ronnd they would call her an old maid. 
There were no silver thi-eads in her soft dusky hair, for 
the years had been kind to her. You would scarcely 
have known she was older than at twenty-two, save by 
the deepei' meaning of her face. 
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It was Sunday. She had staid at home in the morii- 
iflg to niJi'se Aunt Priideiice through an unwonted 
attack of slot headache ; but in the afternoon she went 
to church as usuaL It was September. The fields were 
green etill, and the skies bright. But there was the 
breath of autumn in the air, and it braced her nerves 
and quickened her footsteps. She walked on cheerily, 
and there was a bright glow on her cheek as she took 
her seat in church. It deepened a little when some un- 
conscious magnetism drew her eyes to the Russell pew, 
and she saw sitting there an old friend. 

Time had changed Adam Russell. He looked fully 
his years; indeed, at twenty-eight he might well have 
been taken for thirty-five. His face was calm and kindly, 
but with a look of thought and power, — a masterful 
look, as of one who had struggled with the world and 
conquered it. He had lost nothing of his old fiiendly 
honesty, but he had gained that indescribable something 
which the world recognizes as the distinction of a gen- 
tleman. 

It was no wonder that Miss Amber heard little of the 
sermon. Try as she would, her thoughts proved rebels. 
She stole no more glances after the first look ; but more 
than once she felt that his eyes were on her face. She 
hurried out when the service was over, but fast as she 
walked it was not long before his free, firm steps over- 
took her. There was no awkwardness or embaiTass- 
ment in his manner. He took hor books from her hand 
as quietly as if a week, and not seven years, had lain 
between tlieu- last meeting and this. He even called 
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